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ON  THE  DEATH  OF  DR.  SWIFT.* 

Occafioned  by  reading  the  following  Maxim  ia 
RocHEFOucAULT,  "  Dans  Tadverfite  de  nos 
"  meilleurs  amis,  nous  trouvons  toujours  quelque 
**  chofe  qui  ne  nous  deplait  pas. 

*'  In  the  adveifity  of  our  beft  friends,   we  always  find  fomethlng 
**  that  doth  not  diipleafe  us." 

AS  Rochefoucault  his  maxims  drew 
From  nature,  1  believe  them  true; 
They  argue  no  corrupted  mind 
In  him;  the  fault  is  in  mankind. 

This  maxim  more  than  all  the  red  5 

Is  thought  too  bafe  for  humm  breaft : 
**  In  all  diftreffes  of  our  friends, 
"  We  firll  confult  our  private  ends ; 
**  While  nature,  kindly  bent  to  eafe  us, 
**  Points  out  fome  circumftance  to  pleafe  us.'*         10 

If  this  perhaps  )'Our  patience  move. 
Let  reafon  and  experience  prove. 

We  all  beheld  with  envious  eyes 
Our  equals  rais'd  above  our  fize. 


*  Wriiten  in  November,  1731.— There  are  two  dlilin£l 
poems  on  this  fubjetV,  one  of  them  containing  many  fpurious 
lines.  In  what  is  here  printed,  the  genuine  parts  of  both  are 
prefcrvedt     N. 

B  2  Wh» 


',  SWIFT'S    POEMS. 

'  Who  would  not  at  a  crowded  (how  l^ 

Stand  high  himfelf,  keep  others  low  ? 
I  love  my  friend  as  well  as  you : 
But  why  fhould  he  obftruft  my  view  ? 
Then  let  me  have  the  higher  poll ; 
Suppofe  it  but  an  inch  at  mofl.  29 

If  in  a  battle  you  fliould  find 
One,  v.'hom  you  love  of  all  mankind. 
Had  fome  heroic  aftion  done, 
A  champion  kilPd,  or  trophy  won ; 
Rather  than  thus  be  over-topt,  25 

Would  you  not  wifn  his  laurels  cropt  ? 
Dear  honefl  Ned  is  in  the  gout. 
Lies  rack'd  with  pain,  and  you  without : 
How  patiently  you  hear  him  groan ! 
How  glad  the  cafe  is  not  your  own !  30 

What  poet  would  not  grieve  to  fee 
His  brother  write  as  well  as  he  ? 
But,  rather  than  they  fhould  excel, 
W^ouid  vidlh  his  rivals  all  in  hell  ? 

Her  end  when  emulation  mifTes,  35 

>  She  turns  to  envy,  ftings,  and  hiifes : 
The  ftrongeft  friendihip  yields  to  pride, 
Unlefs  the  odds  be  on  our  fide. 
Vain  human-kind  1  fantafdc  race  ! 
Thy  various  follies  who  can  trace  ?  40 

Self-love,  ambition,  envy,  pride. 
Their  empire  in  our  hearts  divide. 
Give  others  riches,  power,  and  llation, 
'Tis  all  to  me  an  ufurpation. 

I  hav^ 
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I  have  no  title  to  afpire ;  45 

Yet,  when  you  fmk,  I  Teem  the  higher. 

In  Pope  I  cannot  read  a  line. 

But  with  a  figh  I  wifh  it  mine : 

When  he  can  in  one  couplet  fix 

More  fenfe  than  I  can  do  in  fix;  50 

It  gives  me  fuch  a  jealous  fit, 

I  cry,  "  Pox  take  him  and  his  wit  !'*  ' 

I  grieve  to  be  outdone  by  Gay 

In  my  own  humorous  biting  way,, 

Arbnthnot  is  no  more  my  friend,  55 

Who  dares  to  irony  pretend. 

Which  I  v^as  born  to  introduce, 

Refin'd  at  firfl,  and  fliew'd  its  ufe. 

St.  John,  as  well  as  Pulteney,  knows  • 

That  I  had  fome  repute  for  profe ;  60 

Ar^d,  till  they  drove  me  out  of  date,  . 

Could  maul  a  miniiler  of  Hate. 

If  they  have  mortified  my  pride,  . 

And  made  me  throw  my  pen  afide ; 

If  with  fuch  talents  Heaven  hath  blefs'd  'em,         65 

Have  I  not  reafon  to  detefc  'em  ? 

To  all  my  hesy  dear  Fortune,  fend 
Thy  gifts ;  but  never  to  my  friend : 
I  tamely  can  endure  the  nrll; 
But  this  with  envy  makes  me  bunl:.  70 

Thus  much  may  ferve  by  way  of  proem ; 
Proceed  v/e  therefore  to  our  poem. 

The  time  is-  not  remote  when  I 
JMult  by  the  courfe  of  nature  diei  . 

B  3  When, 


SWIFT'S    POEMS. 

When,  I  forefee,  my  fpecial  friends  ^'. 

Will  try  to  find  their  private  ends  : 

And,  though  'tis  hardly  underftood 

Which  way  my  death  can  do  them  good. 

Yet  thus,  methinks,  I  hear  them  fpeak : 

"  See  how  the  Dean  begins  to  break !  80 

**  Poor  gentleman,  he  droops  apace  I 

•'  You  plainly  find  it  in  his  face. 

''  That  old  vertigo  in  his  head 

*'  Will  never  leave  him,  till  he  's  dead. 

'^  Befides,  his  memory  decays :  85 

**  He  recolledls  not  what  he  fays; 

*'  He  cannot  call  his  friends  to  mind ; 

"  Forgets  the  place  where  laft  he  din'd; 

*'  Plies  you  with  ftories  o'er  and  o'er; 

*'  He  told  them  fifty  times  before.  93 

*^  How  does  he  fancy,  we  can  fit 

*'  To  hear  his  out-of-fiQiion  wit? 

*'■'  But  he  takes  up  with  younger  folks, 

"  Who  for  his  wine  will  bear  his  jokes. 

*'  Faith!  he  muft  make  h's  ftories  Ihoiter,  9^ 

**  Or  change  his  comrades  once  a  quarter; 

<«  In  half  the  time  he  talks  them  round, 

*'  There  muft  another  fet  be  found. 

*'  For  poetry,  he  's  paft  his  prime : 
^^  He  takes  an  hour  to  find  a  rhyme;  100 

"  His  fire  is  out,  his  wit  decay'd, 
'*  His  fancy  funk,  his  Mufe  a  jade. 
*'  I  'd  have  him  throw  away  his  pen  ;— 
*'  But  there  's  no  talking  to  fome  men  I'* 
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And  then  their  tendernefs  appears  105 

By  adding  largely  to  my  years : 
**  He  *s  older  than  he  would  be  reckon'd, 
"  And  well  remembers  Charles  the  Second. 
"  He  hardly  drinks  a  pint  of  wine ; 
**  And  that,  I  doubt,  is  no  good  fign.  no 

•'  His  flomach  too  bei^ins  to  fail : 
**  Laft  year  we  thought  him  ftrong  and  hale ; 
•*  But  now  he  's  quite  another  thing: 
''  I  willi  he  may  hold  out  till  fpring  I" 
They  hug  themfelves,  and  reafon  thus:  115 

«*  It  is  not  yet  fo  bad  with  us  1" 

In  fuch  a  cafe,  they  talk  in  tropes. 
And  by  their  fears  exprefs  their  hopes. 
Some  great  misfortune  to  portend. 
No  enemy  can  match  a  friend.  I2Q 

With  all  the  kindnefs  they  profefs. 
The  merit  of  a  lucky  guefs 
(When  daily  how-d'ye's  come  of  courfe. 
And  fervants  anfwer,  *'  Worfe  and  worfe!") 
Would  pleafe  them  better,  than  to  tell,  125 

That,  "  God  be  prais'd,  the  Dean  is  well." 
Then  he  who  prophefy'd  the  beft. 
Approves  his  forefight  to  the  reft : 
"  You  know  I  always  fear'd  the  worft, 
"  And  often  told  you  fo  at  firft."  13  ^ 

He  'd  rather  choofe  that  I  fhould  die. 
Than  liis  predi6lions  prove  a  lye. 
Not  one  foretells  I  Ihall  recover ; 
But  all  agree  to  give  me  o\-er. 

B  4  Yet, 
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Yet,  fhould  fomc  neighbour  feel  a  pain  ij^ 

Juil:  in  the  parts  where  I  complain ; 
How  many  a  mefiage  would  he  fend ! 
What  hearty  prayers  that  I  fliould  mend ! 
Inquire  what  regimen  I  kept; 

What  gave  me  eafe,  and  how  I  flept?  140 

And  more  lament  when  I  was  dead. 
Than  all  the  fnivelers  round  my  bed. 

My  good  companions,  never  fear; 
For,  though  you  may  miftake  a  year. 
Though  your  prognoilics  run  too  fall,  1 45 

They  mufl  be  verify'd  at  laft. 

Behold  the  fatal  day  arrive ! 
"  How  is  the  Dean  ?"— "  He  's  juft  alive.'* 
Now  the  departing  prayer  is  read ; 
He  hardly  breathes — The  Dean  is  dead.  150 

Before  the  pafiing-bell  begun. 
The  nevv^s  through  half  the  town  is  run. 
"  Oh !  may  we  all  for  death  prepare ! 
*'  Wliat  has  he  left?  and  who  's  his  heir? 
"  I  know  no  more  than  what  the  news  is;  155" 

"  *Tis  all  bequeath'd  to  public  ufes. 
*'  To  public  ufes !  there  's  a  whim  ! 
*'  What  had  the  public  done  for  him  ? 
*'  Mere  envy,  avarice,  and  pride : 
"  He  gave  it  all— but  firll  he  dy'd.  l6o 

*'  And  had  the  Dean,  in  all  the  nation, 
*'  No  worthy  friend,  no  poor  relation? 
"  So  ready  to  do  Grangers  good, 
'*  Forgetting  his  own  flelh  and  blood  1" 

Now 
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Now  Grab-ftreetwits  are  all  employed  j  165 

With  elegies  the  town  is  cloy'd : 
Some  paragraph  in  every  paper. 
To  curfe  the  Dean,  or  hlefs  the  Drapier. 

The  dodlors,  tender  of  their  fame. 
Wifely  on  me  lay  all  the  blame.  17© 

*'  We  mufl  confefs,  his  cafe  was  nice; 
**  Bat  he  would  never  take  advice. 
"  Had  he  been  rul'd,  for  aught  appears, 
"  He  might  have  liv'dthefe  twenty  years: 
"  For,  when  we  open'd  him,  we  found  17^ 

"  That  all  his  vital  parts  v/ere  found." 

From  Dublin  focn  to  London  fpread, 
'Tis  told  at  court,  '^  The  Dean  is  dead." 
And  Lady  Suffolk*,  in  the  fpleen. 
Runs  laughing  up  to  tell  the  Queen.  180 

The  Queen,  fo  gracious,  mild,  and  good. 
Cries,  "  Is  he  gone !  'tis  time  he  (liould. 
"  He  's  dead,  you  fay;  then  let  him  rot. 
**  I  'm  glad  the  medals\  were  forgot. 
"  I  promis'd  him,  I  own;  but  when?  185 

*'  I  only  was  the  Princefs  then : 
**  But  now,  as  confort  of  the  King, 
**  You  know,  'tis  quite  another  thing." 


♦  Mrs.  KowarJ,  at  one  time  a  favourite  wiih  the  Dean.      N, 

-f-   Which  the   Dean   in   vain   expefted,  in  return  for  a   feall 
prcfcnt  he  had  fent  to  the  Prlncefa.     N. 

Now 


SWIFT'S     POEMS. 

Now  Chartres,  at  Sir  Robert's  levee, 
Tells  with  a  fneer  the  tidings  heavy  :  190 

"  Why,  if  he  dy'd  without  his  fhoes," 
Cries  Bob,  "  I  'm  forry  for  the  news : 
**  Oh,  Vv'ere  the  wretch  but  living  ftill, 
"  And  in  his  place  my  good  friend  Will ! 
**  Or  had  a  mitre  on  his  head,  ig^ 

•*  Provided  Bolingbroke  were  dead!'* 

Now  Curll  his  fhop  from  rubbifh  drains  : 
Three  genuine  tomes  of  Swift's  remains  1 
And  then,  to  make  them  pafs  the  glibber^ 
Revis'd  by  Tibbalds,  Moore,  and  Gibber.  200 

He  '11  treat  me  as  he  does  my  betters, 
Publilh  my  will,  my  life,  my  letters ; 
Revive  the  libels  born  to  die : 
Which  Pope  muft  bear,  as  well  as  I. 

Here  lliift  the  fcene,  to  reprefent  205 

How  thofe  I  love  my  death  lament. 
Poor  Pope  will  grieve  a  month,  and  Gay 
A  week,  and  Arbuthnot  a  day. 

St.  John  himfelf  will  fcarce  forbear 
To  bite  his  pen,  and  drop  a  tear.  2i« 

The  reft  will  give  a  ihrug,  and  cry, 
**  I  'm  fci-ry — but  we  all  muft  die  V* 

Indifference,  clad  in  Wifdom's  guifc. 
All  fortitude  of  mind  fupplies : 
For  how  can  ftony  bowels  melt  215 

In  thofe  who  never  pity  felt ! 
When  we  are  lafh'd,  they  kifs  the  rod, 
Refigning  to  the  will  of  God. 

The 
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The  fools,  my  juniors  by  a  year. 
Are  tortur'd  with  fufpenfe  and  fear;  220 

Who  wifely  thought  my  age  a  fcreen. 
When  death  approachM,  to  fland  between : 
The  fcreen  remov'd,  their  hearts  are  trembling ; 
They  mourn  for  me  without  difiembling. 

My  female  friends,  whofe  tender  hearts  225 

Have  better  learn'd  to  ad  their  parts. 
Receive  the  news  in  doleful  dumps: 
"  The  Dean  is  dead:  (Pray  what  is  trumps?) 
*'  Then,  Lord  have  mercy  on  his  foul ! 
*'   (Ladies,  I  '11  venture  for  the  vole.)  230 

*^  SLx  Deans,  they  fay,  muft  bear  the  pall : 

"  (f  wifh  I  knew  what  king  to  call.) 

*^  Madam,  your  hulband  will  attend 

''  The  funeral  of  fo  good  a  friend. 

*'  No,  madam,  'tis  a  fhocking  fight;  235 

"  And  he  's  engag'd  to-morrow  night: 

"  My  Lady  Club  will  take  it  ill, 

*'  If  he  {hould  fail  her  at  quadrille. 

**  He  lov'd  the  Dean — (I  lead  a  heart.) 

*'  But  deareft  friends,  they  fay,  muft  part.  240 

"  His  time  was  come ;  he  ran  his  race; 

"  We  hope  he  's  in  a  better  place." 

Why  do  we  grieve  that  friends  ftiould  die .'' 

No  lofs  more  eafy  to  fupply. 

One  year  is  part ;  a  different  fcene !  24^ 

No  farther  mention  of  the  Dean, 

Who  now,  alas !  no  more  is  mifs'd. 

Than  if  he  never  did  exift. 

Where  's 
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Where  's  now  the  favourite  of  Apollo? 

Departed : — and  his  <voorks  mnji  follonv ',  250 

Mull  undergo  the  common  fate; 

His  kind  of  wit  is  out  of  date. 

Some  country  fquire  to  Lintot  goes> 
Inquires  for  Swift  in  verfe  and  profe. 
Says  Lintotj  "  I  have  heard  the  name;  255 

*'  He  dy'd  a  year  ago." — "  The  fame.'* 
He  fearches  all  the  fhop  in  vain. 
**  Sir,  you  may  find  them  in  Duck-lane: 
*'  I  fent  them,  with  a  load  of  books, 
*'  Lafl  Monday,  to  the  pailry-cook's.  260 

*'  To  fancy  they  could  live  a  year ! 
**  I  find  you  're  but  a  ftranger  here. 
*"  The  Dean  was  famous  in  his  time, 
**  And  had  a  kind  of  knack  at  rhyme. 
*'  His  way  of  WTiting  now  is  pall :  265 

*'  The  town  has  got  a  better  taile. 
"  I  keep  no  antiquated  fluff ; 
"  But  fpick  and  fpan  I  have  enough. 
*'  Pray,  do  but  give  ms  leave  to  fhew  *em : 
"  Here  's  Colley  Gibber's  birth-day  poem.         270 
"  This  ode  you  never  yet  have  feen, 
*'  By  Stephen  Duck,  upon  the  Queen. 
*'  Then  here  's  a  letter  finely  penn'd 
'*  Againll  the  Craftfman  and  his  friend : 
*'  It  clearly  fhews  that  all  reHedion  275 

**  On  miniilers  is  cifafFcftion. 
**  Next,  here  's  Sir  Robert's  vindication, 
"  And  Mr.  Henley's  lall  oration. 

«  The 
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^''  The  hawkers  have  not  got  them  yet  : 
«'  Your  Honour  pleafe  to  buy  a  fet?  280 

"  Here  's  Wolfton's  tradls,  the  twelfth  edition ; 
*'  'Tis  read  by  every  politician  : 
"  The  country-members,  when  in  town, 
"  To  all  their  boroughs  fend  them  down  : 
"  You  never  met  a  thing  fo  fmart;  285 

*'  The  courtiers  have  them  all  by  heart: 
*'  Thofe  maids  of  honour  who  can  read, 
^'  Are  taught  to  ufe  them  for  their  creed. 
'■  The  reverend  author's  good  intention 
*'  Hath  been  rewarded  with  a  penfion*  :  29© 

*'  He  doth  an  honour  to  his  gown, 
'*  By  bravely  running  prieji-craft  down  : 
*'  He  fhews,  as  fure  as  God  's  in  Gloucefter, 
*'  That  Mofes  was  a  grand  impoftor ; 
''  That  all  his  miracles  were  cheats,  zqt 

*'  Perform'd  as  jugglers  do  their  feats: 
*'  The  church  had  never  fuch  a  writer; 
**  A  fhame  he  hath  not  got  a  mitre!'' 

Suppofe  me  dead;  and  then  fuppofe 
A  club  affembled  at  the  Rofe;  300 

Where,  from  difcourfe  of  this  and  that, 
I  grow  the  fubjeft  of  their  chat. 
And  while  they  tofs  my  name  about. 
With  favour  fome,  and  fome  without; 
One,  quite  indifferent  in  the  caufe,  jor 

My  charafter  impartial  draws. 

*  Wolfton  is  here  confounded  with  Woolafton»     N. 

"  The 
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"  The  Dean,  if  we  believe  report, 
'*  Was  never  ill  receiv'd  at  court, 
"  Although,  ironically  grave, 
"  He  fham*d  the  fool,  and  laOi'd  the  knave;       310 
*'  To  ileal  a  hint  was  never  known, 
**  But  what  he  writ  was  all  his  own." 

"  Sir,  I  have  heard  another  ftory ; 
"  He  was  a  mofl  confounded  Tory, 
**  And  grew,  or  he  is  much  bely'd,  315 

•*  Extremely  dulU  before  he  dy'd." 

'*  Can  we  the  D rapier  then  forget  ? 
*'  Is  not  our  nation  in  his  debt  ? 
"  'Tw^s  he  that  writ  the  Drapier's  letters!" — 

"  He  Ihould  have  left  them  for  his  betters-,     320 
"  We  had  a  hundred  abler  men, 
*'  Nor  need  depend  upon  his  psn,-^ 
**  Say  what  you  will  about  Ms  reading, 
"  You  never  can  defend  his  breeding', 
*'  Who,  in  his  fat  ires  running  riot,  325 

*'  Could  never  leave  the  ivorld  in  i^uiet; 
"  Attacking,  when  he  took  the  ivbim, 
*'  Court,  city,  camp — all  one  to  him. — ■ 
*'  By  why  would  he,  except  Xxefobber^d, 
*'  Oftend  OUT  patriot  great  Sir  Robert,  330 

•*  Whofe  counjcls  aid  the  fovereign  power 
*'  To  fave  the  nation  every  hour ! 
'*  ^YiXlfcenes  of  evil  he  unravels 
**  In  fat  ires,  libels,  lying  tra'ueis; 
**  Not  fparing  his  own  clergy  cloth,  335 

•^  But  eats  into  it,  like  a  ?noth!'* 

'*  Perhaps 
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"  Perhaps  I  may  allow  the  Dean 
"  Had  too  much  fatire  In  his  vein, 
*'  And  feem'd  determin'd  not  to  flarve  It, 
"  Becaufe  no  age  could  more  deferve  it.  340 

"  Yet  malice  never  was  his  aim ; 
«'  He  lalh'd  the  vice,  but  fpar'd  the  name. 
**  No  indix-idual  could  refent, 
"  Where  thoufands  equally  were  meant ; 
"  His  fatire  points  at  no  defed,  345 

*'  But  what  all  mortals  may  corred ; 
**  For  he  abhor 'd  the  fenfelefs  tribe 
"  Who  call  it  humour  when  they  gibe : 
•'  He  fpar'd  a  hump,  or  crooked  nofe, 
"  Whofe  owners  fet  not  up  for  beaux.  35^ 

"  True  genuine  dullnefs  mov'd  his  pity, 
"  Unlefs  it  offer'd  to  be  witty. 
*'  Thofe  who  their  ignorance  confefl, 
"  He  ne'er  offended  with  a  jell; 
*'  But  laugh'd  to  hear  an  ideot  quote  255 

**  A  verfe  from  Horace  learn'd  by  rote. 
**  Vice,  if  it  e'er  can  be  abafh'd, 
"  Mull  be  or  ridicuVd,  or  lajh^d. 
"  If  you  refent  it,  who  's  to  blame  ? 
*'  He  neither  knows  j'c:-:,  nor  your  ««/-^^.  360 

*'  Should  ^ice  exped  to  'fcape  rebuke, 
**  Becaufe  its  onjjner  is  a  duke  P 
**  His  friendihips,  llill  to  few  confin'd, 
**  Were  always  of  tiie  middling  kind; 
"  No  fools  of  rank,  or  mungrel  breed,  365 

"  Who  fain  would  pafs  for  lords  indeed ; 

"  Where 
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"  Where  titles  give  no  right  or  power, 

"  And  peerage  is  a  wither'd  flower ; 

*'  He  would  have  deem'd  it  a  difgrace, 

"  If  fuch  a  wretch  had  known  his  face,  3^0 

"  On  rural  fquires,  that  kingdom's  bane, 

"  He  vented  oft'  his  wrath  in  vain : 

<(  *******  fq^jj-cs  to  market  brought, 

*'  Who  fell  their  fouls  and  *  *  *  *  for  nought : 

<i  The  ****    ****go  joyful  back,  375 

"  To  rob  the  church,  their  tenants  rack ; 

'*  Go  fnacks  with  *****  juftices, 

'^  And  keep  the  peace  to  pick  up  fees ; 

*'  In  every  jobb  to  have  a  ihare, 

<f  A  gaol  or  turnpike  to  repair;  38a 

«'  And  turn  *******  to  public  roads 

^'  Commodious  to  their  own  abodes. 

*'  He  never  thought  an  honour  done  him, 
*'  Becaufe  a  peer  was  proud  to  own  him; 
*«  Would  rather  flip  afide,  and  choofe  385 

*'  To  talk  v/ith  wits  in  dirty  flices ; 
*'  And  fcorn  the  tools  with  ftars  and  garters, 
''  So  often  feen  carefling  Chartres. 
*'  He  never  courted  men  in  ftation, 
*'  Nor  -perfons  held  in  admiration  ;  390 

*'  Of  no  m.an's  greatnefs  was  afraid, 
^^  Becaufe  he  fought  for  no  man's  aid. 
*'  Though  truiled  long  in  great  affairs, 
*'  He  gave  himfelf  no  haughty  airs : 
**  Without  regarding  private  ends,  395 

**  Spent  all  his  credit  for  his  friends ; 

''  And 
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*<  And  only  chofe  the  wife  and  good ; 
*«  No  flatterers ;  no  allies  ifi  blood : 
*'  But  fuccour'd  virtue  in  diftrefs, 
-*'  And  feldom  faii'd  of  good  fuccefs ;  400 

"  As  numbers  in  their  hearts  mull  own, 
^'  Who,  but  for  him,  had  been  unknown. 
*'  He  kept  with  princes  due  decorum ; 
**  Yet  never  ftood  in  awe  before  'em. 
■**  He  foUow'd  David's  lellbn  juil;  405 

**  In  princes  never  put  his  truft : 
**  And,  would  you  make  h:m  truly  four, 
*'  Provoke  him  with  a  flave  in  power- 
**  The  Irifti  fenate  if  you  nam'd, 
■**  With  what  impatience  he  declaim'd!  410 

*'  Fair  Lieiirty  was  all  his  cry; 
**  For  her  he  ftood  prepar'd  to  die ; 
*'  For  her  he  boldly  ftood  alone; 
^'  For  her  he  oft'  expos'd  his  own. 
■"  Two  kingdoms,  juft  as  faftion  led,  415 

"  Had  fet  a  price  upon  his  head ; 
**  But  not  a  traitor  could  be  found, 
**  To  fell  him  for  fix  hundred  pound. 

"  Had  he  but  fpar'd  his  tongue  and  peu, 
*'  He  might  have  rofe  like  other  men:  42© 

*'  But  power  v/as  never  in  his  thought, 
"  And  wealth  he  valued  not  a  groat : 
"  Ingratitude  he  of:en  found, 
*'  And  pity'd  thofe  who  meant  the  v/ound; 
^  But  kept  the  tenor  of  his  mind,  425 

*'  To  merit  v/ell  of  human-kind ; 

Vol.  XLIV.  C  «  Nor 
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"  Nor  made  a  facrifice  of  thofe 

"  Who  ftill  were  true,  to  pleafe  his  foes. 

''  He  labour'd  many  a  fruitlefs  hour, 

'^  To  reconcile  his  friends  in  power  ;  430 

"  Saw  mifchief  by  a  fadion  brewing, 

*'  While  they  purfued  each  other's  ruin. 

''  But,  finding  vain  was  all  his  care, 

*'  He  left  the  court  in  mere  dcfpair. 

"  And,  oh!  how  fhort  are  human  fchemes!     435 
"  Here  ended  all  our  golden  dreams. 
"  What  St.  John's  fkill  in  ftate  affairs, 
"  What  Ormond's  valour,  Oxford's  cares, 
"  To  fave  their  finking  country  lent, 
"  Was  all  deftroy'd  by  one  event.  440 

"  Too  foon  that  precious  life  was  ended, 
*'  On  which  alone  our  weal  depended. 
"  When  up  a  dangerous  fa£lion  ftarts, 
"  With  wrath  and  vengeance  in  their  hearts ; 
*'  By /o/emn  league  and  co'venant  hound,  445 

"  To  ruin,  flaughter,  and  confound; 
*'  To  turn  religion  to  a  fable, 
**  And  make  the  government  a  Babel; 
*'  Pervert  the  laws,  difgrace  the  gown, 
**  Corrupt  the  fenate,  rob  the  crown;  450 

''  To  facrifice  Old  England's  glory, 
**  And  make  her  infamous  in  Ilory : 
*'  When  fuch  a  tempefl  fhook  the  land, 
**  How  could  unguarded  Virtue  fcand ! 

'*  With  horror,  grief,  defpair,  the  Dean  4^5 

**  Beheld  the  dire  dellrudtive  fcene : 

"  His 
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«  His  friends  in  exile,  or  the  Tower, 
*'  Himfelf  within  the  frown  of  power; 
"'  Purfued  by  bafe  invenom*d  pens, 

*'  Far  to  the  land  of  f and  fens ;  460 

**  A  fervile  race  in  folly  nurs'd, 

**  Who  truc!-le  moft,  when  treated  worft. 

''  By  innocence  and  refolution, 
"  He  bore  continual  perfecution ; 
*'  While  numbers  to  preferment  rofe,  465 

*'  Whofe  merit  was  to  be  his  foes ; 
"  When  e^v^n  his  o-ivn  familiar  friends, 
"  Intent  upon  their  private  ends, 
"  Like  renegadoes  now  he  feels, 
*'   Againft  him  lifting  up  their  heels,  4^0 

"  The  Dean  did,  by  his  pen,  defeat 
*'  An  infamous  deftrudlive  cheat ; 
"  Taught  fools  their  intereft  how  to  know, 
*'  And  gave  them  arms  to  ward  the  blow. 
*'  Envy  hath  own'd  it  was  his  doing,  47^ 

•*  To  fave  that  haplefs  land  from  ruin ; 
*'  While  they  who  at  the  fteerage  flood, 
•'  And  reap'd  the  profit,  fought  his  blood. 

*'  To  fave  them  from  their  evil  fate, 
"  In  him  was  held  a  crime  of  ftate.  480 

*'  A  wicked  monfter  on  the  bench, 
"  Whofe  fury  blood  could  never  quench; 
*'  As  vile  and  profligate  a  villain, 
*'  As  modern  Scroggs,  or  old  Treffilian; 
**  Who  long  all  jufticc  had  difcarded,  485 

**  Nor  fear'' ii  he  God 3  nor  man  regarded , 

C  2  «'  \'ow'd 
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"  Vow'd  on  the  Dean  his  rage  to  vent, 

"  And  make  him  of  his  zeal  repent: 

**  But  Heaven  his  innocence  defends, 

-*^*  The  grateful  people  ftand  his  friends ;  490 

*'  Not  drains  of  law,  nor  judges'  frown, 

"  Nor  topics  brought  to  pleafe  the  crown, 

"  Nor  witnefs  hir'd,  nor  jury  pick'd, 

*'  Prevail  to  bring  him  in  convidl. 

*'  In  exile,  with  a  fteady  heart,  495 

"  He  fpent  his  life's  declining  part ; 
"  Where  folly,  pride,  and  fadlion  fway, 
*'  Remote  from  JSt.  John,  Pope,  and  Gay." 

"  Alas,  poor  Dean !  his  only  fcope 
-  -*'  Was  to  be  held  a  mi/anthrcj  e.  500 

*■'  This  into  general  odium  drew  him, 
*'  Which  if  he  lik'd,  much  good  way  '/  do  him, 
**  His  %eal  was  not  to  lafn  our  crimes, 
*'  But  d'fcontent  againft  the  times  : 
**  For,  had  we  made  him  timely  offers  5Qj[ 

'^  To  raife  his  poji,  or  fill  his  coffers, 
"  Perhaps  he  might  have  truckled  down, 
*'  Like  other  brethren  of  his  go-uon ; 
"  For  party  he  would  fcarce  have  bled : — 
'^  I  fay  no  more — becaufe  he  's  dead. — ^  51x3 

*'  What  ivritings  has  he  left  behind?" 

'^  I  hear  they  're  of  a  diiferent  kind: 
"  A  few  in  njerfe ;  but  moft  in  profe — " 

"  Som^  highfio^^n  pamphlets,  I  fuppofe;— 
"  All  fcribbled  in  the  nvorfi  of  times,  515 

'*  "Vo  palliate  his  friend  Oxford's  crimes; 

"  To 
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^'  To  praife  queen  Anne,  nay  more,  defend  her, 

'^  As  never  favouring  the  Pretender : 

''  Or  liie/s  yet  conceal'd  from  fight,  - 

"  Againil  the  court  to  ihew  Kis/pife  :  520 

*'  Perhaps  his  trauelsy  part  the  third', 

**  A  lye  at  tNZxy  fecond  njjord — 

"  Oifenfive  to  a  loyal  ear  :— 

'*  But — not  one  fermorty  you  vsiiy  fvjear.^* 

**"  He  knew  an  hundred  pleafing  ftories,  525 

"  With  all  the  turns  of  Whigs  and  Tories: 
**  Was  cheerful  to  his  dying-day  ; 
*'  And  friends  v/ould  let  him  have  his  vv^ay. 

*'  As  for  his  works  in  verfe  or  profe, 
*'  I  own  myfelfno  judge  of  thofe.  53a 

"  Nor  can  I  tell  what  criticks  thought  them ; 
"  But  this  I  know,  all  people  bought  them, 
''  As  with  a  moral  view  defign'd-, 
*'  To  plea/e  and  to  reform  mankind : 
"  And,  if  he  often  mifs^d  his  aim,  53 

*'  The  ivorld  muff  ov/n  it  to  t\iQ\x  Jhamey 
"  The  pr£!z/e  is  his,  and  theirs  the  blame. 
"  He  gave  the  little  wealth  he  had 
*'  To  build  a  houfe  for  fools  and  mad; 
**  To  ihew,  hy  one  fatiric  touch,  5^® 

'*  No  nation  wanted  it  fo  much. 
"  That  kingdom  he  hath  left  his  debtor; 
'*  I  wifh  it  foon  may  have  a  better. 
*'  And,  fince  you  dread  no  further  lapes,  ■ 
"  Methinks  you  m.2^y  forgi-us  his  ajl^es'^  545 

C..3  AN 


l 


ftft  SWIFT^S    POEMS. 

AN  EPISTLE  TO  TWO  FRIENDS*. 
TO      D  R.     H  E  L  S  H  A  M. 
Sir,  Nov.  23,  at  night,  1 73 1. 

WHEN  I  left  you,  I  found  myfelf  of  the  grape's 
juice  lick; 
T*m  {0  full  of  pity,  I  never  abufe  fick; 
And  the  patientefl:  patient  that  ever  you  knew  fick. 
Both  when  I  am  purge-fick,  and  when  I  am  fpew-fick. 
I  pitied  my  cat,  whom  I  knew  by  her  mew  fick ; 
She  mended  at  firft,  but  now  ihe  's  a-new  fick. 
Captain  Butler  made  fome  in  the  church  black  and  blue 

fick; 
Dean  Crofs,  had  he  preach'd,  would  have  made  us  all 

pew-fick. 
Are  not  you,  in  a  crowd  when  you  fweat  and  ftew,  fick  ? 
Lady  Santry  got  out  of  the  church  when  fhe  grew  fick. 
And,  as  fall  as  fhe  could,  to  the  deanry  flew  fick. 
Mifs  Morice  was  (I  can  afiure  you  'tis  true)  fick : 
For,  who  would  not  be  in  that  numerous  crew  fick  ? 
Such  mufick  would  make  a  fanatick  or  Jew  fick. 
Yet,  ladies  are  feldom  at  emigre  or  lue  fick : 
Nor  is  old  Nanny  Shales,  whene'er  ftie  does  brew,  fick. 
My  footman  came  home  from  the  church  of  a  bruife  fick. 
And  look'd  like  a  rake,  who  was  made  in  the  flews  fick ; 

*  This  medley  (for  It  cannot  be  called  a  poem)  is  given  as  a 
fpecimen  of  thofe  bagatelles  for  which  the  Dean  hath  perhaps  been 
too  feverely  cenfured.  Some,  which  were  ftill  more  exceptionable, 
are  fupprefTcd.     N. 

But 
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But  you  learned  dodor  scan  make  whom  you  choofe  iick : 
And  poor  I  myfelf  was,  when  I  withdrew,  fick; 
For  the  fmell  of  them  made  me  like  garlick  and  rue  fick. 
And  I  got  through  the  crowd,  though  not  let  by  a  clue, 

fick. 
You  hop'd  to  find  many  (for  that  was  your  cue)  fick; 
But  there  was  not  a  dozen  (to  give  them  their  due)  fick. 
And  thofe,  to  be  fure,  ftuck  together  like  glew,  fick. 
So  are  ladies  in  crowds,  when  they  fqueeze  and  they 

fcrew,  fick. 
You  may  find  they  are  all,  by  their  yellow  pale  hue,  fick; 
So  am  I,  when  tobacco,  like  Robin,  I  chew,  fick. 

TO     DR.     SHERIDAN. 
IF  I  write  any  more,  it  will  make  my  poor  Mufe  fick. 
This  night  I  came  home  with  a  very  cold  dew  fick. 
And  I  wiih  I  may  foon  be  not  of  ant  ague  fick; 
But  I  hope  I  {hall  ne'er  be,  like  you,  of  a  ihrevv  fick. 
Who  often  has  made  me,  by  locking  alkew,  fick. 


DR.   HELSHAM'S    ANSWER. 
THE  Dodor's  firft  rhyme  would  make  any  Jew  fick : 
I  know  it  has  made  a  fine  lady  in  blue  fick. 
For  which  Ihe  is  gone  in  a  coach  to  Ivijlbrew  fick. 
Like  a  hen  I  once  had,  from  a  fox  when  Ihe  flew  fick. 
Lad  Monday  a  lady  at  St.  Patrick's  did  fpew  fick. 
And  made  all  the  refl  of  the  folks  in  thepsw  fick; 
The  furgeon  who  bled  her,  his  lancet  out  drew  fick. 
And  flopt  the  dillemper,  as  being  but  new  fick. 

C  4  The 
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The  yacht,  the  laft  ftorm,  had  all  her  whole  crew  fick; 
Had  we  two  been  there,  it  would  have  made  me  and 

you  fick : 
A  lady  that  long'd,  is  by  eating  of  glew  Tick ; 
Did  you  ever  know  one  in  a  very  good  QJick  ? 
I  'm  told  that  my  wife  is  by  winding  a  clue  fick ; 
The  doctors  have  made  her  by  rhyme  and  by  rue  fick. 
Tliere  's  a  gameiler  in  town,  for  a  throw  that  he 
threw  fick. 
And  yet  the  old  trade  of  his  dice  he  '11  purfue  fick ; 
I  've  known  an  old  mifer  for  paying  his  due  fick ; 
At  prefent  I  'm  grown  by  a  pinch  of  my  flioe  fick> 
And  what  would  you  have  me  with  verfes  to  do  fick  ? 
Send  rhymes,  and  I  '11  fend  you  fome  others  in  lieu  fick. 

Of  rhymes  I  've  a  plenty. 

And  therefore  fend  twenty. 
Anfvvered  the  fame  day  when  fent,  Nov.  23. 
I  defire  you  will  carry  both  thefe  to  the  Dodor,  to- 
gether with  his  own ;  and  let  him  know  we  are  not  perfor.i 
to  be  infulted. 

*'  Can  you  match  with  me, 

"  Who  fend  thirty- three  ? 

*'  You  mull  get  fourteen  more, 

*'  To  make  up  thirty-four  : 

*'  But,  if  me  you  can  conquer, 

**  I  '11  own  you  a  ftrong  cur'." 

*  The  lines  "  thus  marked'*  were  written  by  Dr.  Swift,  at  the 
bottom  of  Dr.  Helfham's  twenty  lines;  and  the  following  four- 
teen were  afcci  wards  added  on  the  fame  paper.     N, 

This 
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This  morning  I  *m  growing  by  fmelling  of  yew  fick ; 
My  brother  's  come  over  with  gold  from  Peru  lick ; 
Lad  night  I  came  home  in  a  ftorm  that  then  blew  Tick; 
This  moment,  my  dog  at  a  cat  I  halloo  fick ; 
I  hear,  from  good  hands,  that  my  poor  coufm  Hugh 's  fick. 
By  quaffing  a  bottle,  and  pulling  a  fcrew  fick : 
And  now  there  's  no  more  I  can  write   (you  '11  excufe) 

fick; 
You  fee  that  I  fcorn  to  mention  word  mufick.  . 
I  '11  do  my  bei^. 
To  fend  the  reft; 
Without  a  jeft, 
I  '11  ftand  the  teft. 
Thefe  lines  that  I  fend  you,  I  hope  you  '11  perufe  lick; 
I  '11  make  you  with  writing  a  little  more  news  fick : 
Laft  night  I  came  home  with  drinking  of  booze  fick; 
My  carpenter  fwears  that  he  '11  hack  and  he  '11  hew  fick; 
An  officer's  lady,  I  'm  told,  is  tattoo  lick : 
I  'm  afraid  that  the  line  thirty-four  you  will  view  lick. 
Lord !  I  could  write  a  dozen  more; 
You  fee,  I  've  mounted  thirty-four. 

EPIGRAM, 

ON  THE  BUSTS*  IN  RICHMOND  HERMITAGE.   I732. 
"  Sic  r.bi  laetantur  Dodi." 

'\  T  7ITH  honour  thus  by  Carolina  plac'd, 

V  V      Kow  are  thefe  venerable  buftoes  grac'd ! 
O  Queen,  with  more  than  regal  title  crown'd. 
For  love  of  arts  and  piety  renown'd ! 

*  Newton,  Locke,  Clarke,  and  Woolaflon. 

How 
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How  do  the  friends  of  virtue  joy  to  fee 
Her  darling  fons  exalted  thus  by  thee  1 
Nought  to  their  fame  can  now  be  added  more^ 
Rever'd  by  her  whom  all  mankind  adore. 


ANOTHER. 

LEWIS  the  living  learned  fed. 
And  rais'd  the  fcientific  head : 
Our  frugal  Queen,  to  fave  her  meat. 
Exalts  tne  head  that  cannot  eat. 


A  Conclusion  drawn  from  the  above  Epigrams, 
and  fent  to  the  D  r  a  p  i  e  r  . 

SINCE  Anna,  whofe  bounty  thy  merits  had  fed. 
Ere  her  own  was  laid  low,  had  exalted  thy  head; 
And  fince  our  good  Queen  to  the  wife  is  fo  juft. 
To  raife  heads  for  fuch  as  are  humbled  in  dufl; 
I  wonder,  good  man,  that  you  are  not  envaulted ; 
Pr'ythee,  go  and  be  dead,  and  be  doubly  exalted. 

Dr.  Swift's  Answer. 

HER  majefty  never  fhall  be  my  exalter; 
And  yet  fhe  would  raife  me,  I  know,  by  a  halter  1 


TO 


C     »7     1 


TO  THE  REVEREND  DR.  SWIFT. 

WITH  A  PRESENTOF  A  PAPER-BOOK  FINELY  BOUND 
ON    HIS   BIRTH-DAY,   NOVEMBER   3O,    I732. 

BY     JOHN     EARL      OF     ORRERY, 

TO  thee,  dear  Sv.'ift,  thefe  fpotlefs  leaves  I  fend; 
Small  is  the  prefent,  but  fmcere  the  friend. 
Think  not  fo  poor  a  book  below  thy  care ; 
Who  knows  the  price  that  thou  canfl  make  it  bear  ? 
Though  tawdry  now,  and,  like  Tyrilla's  face. 
The  fpecious  front  Ihines  out  with  borrow'd  grace  ; 
Though  pafte-boards,  glittering  like  a  tinfel'd  coat, 
A  raja  tabula  within  denote : 
Yet,  if  a  venal  and  corrupted  age. 
And  modern  vices,  fhould  provoke  thy  rage ; 
If,  warn'd  once  more  by  theii*  impending  fate, 
A  {inking  country  and  an  injur'd  Hate 
Thy  great  aflillance  Ihould  again  demand. 
And  call  forth  reafon  to  defend  the  land ; 
Then  {hall  we  view  thefe  fheets  with  glad  furprife 
Infpir'd  with  thought,  and  fpeaking  to  our  eyes ', 
Each  vacant  fpace  {hall  then,  enrich'd,  difpenfe 
True  force  of  eloquence,  and  nervous  fenfe; 
Inform  the  judgement,  animate  the  heart. 
And  facred  rules  of  policy  impart. 
The  fpangled  covering,  bright  with  fplendid  ore. 
Shall  cheat  the  fight  with  empty  {how  no  more ; 

But 
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But  lead  us  inward  to  thofe  golden  mines. 
Where  all  thy  foul  in  native  luilrs  fhines. 
So  when  the  eye  furveys  fome  lovely  fair. 
With  bloom  of  beauty  grac'd,  with  Ihape  and  air; 
How  is  the  rapture  heighten'd,  when  we  find 
Her  form  excell'd  by  her  celeilial  mind  1 


VERSES  LEFT  WITH  A  SILVER   STANDISH 

ONTHE  DEAN  OF  ST.  PATRICK'S  DESK 

ON    HIS     B  I  R  T  H  -  D  A  Y. 

BY     DR.     D  E  L  A  N  Y. 

HITHER  from  ?vIexico  I  came. 
To  ferve  a  proud  lernian  dame : 
Was  long  fubmitted  to  her  will ; 
At  length  Ihe  loft  me  at  quadrille. 
Through  various  fhapes  I  often  pafs'd. 
Still  hoping  to  have  reft  at  laft; 
And  ftill  ambitious  to  obtain 
Admittance  to  the  patr'ot  dean ; 
And  fometimes  got  within  his  door. 
But  foon  turn'd  out  to  ferve  the  poor*; 
Not  ftrolling  Idlenefs  to  aid. 
But  honeft  Induftry  decay'd. 

*  Alluding  to  500/.  a  year  bnt  by  the  Dean,  without  Intcreil, 
to  poor  tradcTraen.     F, 

At 
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At  length  an  artifl  purchas'd  me. 
And  wrought  me  to  the  ihape  you  fee. 

■  This  done,  to  Hermes  I  apply'd : 
*'  O  Hermes  !  gratify  my  pride ; 
'*  Be  it  my  fate  to  ferve  a  fage, 
-**  The  greateft  genius  of  his  age ; 
*'  That  matchlefs  pen  let  ms  fupply, 
**  V/hofe  living  lines  will  never  die!'* 
I  grant  your  fuit,  the  God  reply'd.; 
And  here  he  left  me  to  reHde. 


VERSES 

OCCASIONED    BY 

THE    FOREGOING    PRESENTS. 

A  PAPER-BOOK  is  fent  by  Boyle, 
Too  neatly  gilt  for  me  to  foil, 
Delany  fends  a  fdver  ftandifh. 
When  I  no  more  a  pen  can  brandifh. 
Let  both  around  my  tomb  be  plac'd. 
As  trophies  of  a  Mufe  deceased: 
And  let  the  friendly  lines  they  writ 
In  praife  of  long-departed  wit 
Be  grav'd  on  either  fide  in  columns. 
More  to  my  praife  than  all  my  volumes. 
To  burft  with  envy,  fpite,  and  rage. 
The  Vandals  of  the  prefent  age. 

THE 
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THE    BE?^STS     CONFESSION 
TO     THE     PRIEST. 

ON  OBSERVING    HOW    MOST    MEN   MISTAKE    THEIR 
OWN    TALENTS.        I732. 

WHEN  beafts  could  fpeak  {the  learned  fay. 
They  ftill  can  do  To  every  day). 
It  feems,  they  had  religion  then. 
As  much  as  now  we'  find  in  men. 
It  happened,  when  a  plague  broke  out 
(Which  therefore  made  them  more  devout). 
The  king  of  brutes  (to  make  it  plain. 
Of  quadrupeds  I  only  mean) 
By  proclamation  gave  command, 
•    That  every  fubjedt  in  the  land 

Should  to  the  prieft  confefs  their  fins ; 
And  thus  the  pious  wolf  begins : 
Good  father,  I  muft  own  with  fhame. 
That  often  I  have  been  to  blame : 
I  muil  confefs,  on  Friday  laft, 
V/retch  that  I  was !  I  broke  my  faft : 
But  I  defy  the  bafeft  tongue 
To  prove  I  did  my  neighbour  wrong; 
Or  ever  went  to  feek  my  food 
By  rapine,  theft,  or  thirft  of  blood. 

The  afs,  approaching  next,  confefs*d. 
That  in  his  heart  he  lov'd  a  jeft: 

A  wag 
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A  wag  he  was,  he  needs  muft  own. 
And  could  not  let  a  dunce  alone : 
Sometimes  his  friend  he  would  not  fpare. 
And  might  perhaps  be  too  fevere  : 
But  yet,  the  vvorft  that  could  be  faid. 
He  was  a  nvit  both  born  and  bred; 
And,  if  it  be  a  fin  or  fhame. 
Nature  alone  muft  bear  the  blame : 
One  fault  he  hath,  is  forry  for  't. 
His  ears  are  half  a  foot  too  fhort; 
Which  could  he  to  the  ftandard  bring. 
He  'd  fhe-.v  his  face  before  the  king : 
Then  for  his  voice,  there  's  none  difputes 
That  he  's  the  nightingale  of  brutes. 

The  fwine  with  contrite  heart  allowed. 
His  {hape  and  beauty  made  him  proud : 
In  diet  was  perhaps  too  nice, 
Eut  gluttony  was  ne'er  his  vice : 
In  every  turn  of  life  content. 
And  meekly  took  what  fortune  fent: 
Inquire  through  all  the  parifh  round, 
A  better  neighbour  ne'er  was  found : 
His  vigilance  might  fome  difplcafe ; 
'Tis  true,  he  hated  floth  like  peafe. 

The  mimic  ape  began  his  chatter. 
How  evil  tongues  his  life  befpatter : 
Much  of  the  cenfuring  world  complain'd. 
Who  faid,  his  gravity  was  feign'd : 
Indeed  the  ftriftnefs  of  his  morals 
Engag'd  him  in  a  hundred  quarrels : 

He 
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He  faw,  and  he  was  gricv'd  to  fee  't. 
His  zeal  was  fometimes  indifcreet: 
He  found  hi^  virtues  too  fevere 
For  our  corrupted  times  to  bear : 
Yet  fuch  a  lewd  licentious  age 
Might  well  excufe  a  Stoic's  rage. 

The  goat  advanc'd  with  decent  pace; 
And  firft  excus'd  his  youthful  face  3 
Porgivenefs  begg'd,  that  he  appcar'd 
('Twas  nature's  fault)  without  a  beard* 
'Tis  true,  he  was  not  much  inclin'd 
To  fondnefs  for  the  female  kind; 
Not,  as  his  .enemies  objefl, 
-From  chance,  or  natural  defecft ; 
Not  by  his  frigid  conftitution ; 
-But  through  a  pious  refolution.: 
For  he  had  made  a  holy  vow 
Of  chaitity,  as  Monks  do  now ; 
Which  he  refolv'd  to  keep  for  ever  hence. 
And  ftridlly  too,  as  doth  his  *  Reverence. 

Apply  the  tale,  and  you  (hall  find. 
How  juft  it  fuits  with  human-kind. 
Some  faults  we  own:  but,  can  you  guefs? 
—Why,  virtues  carried  to  excefs. 
Wherewith  our  vanity  endows  us. 
Though  neither  foe  nor  friend  allows  us. 

The  lawyer  fwears  (you  may  rely  on  't) 
He  never  fqucez'd  a  needy  client ; 

*  The  priefi:  his  confelTor, 

And 
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And  this  he  makes  his  conftant  rale ; 
•  For  which  his  brethren  call  him  fool : 
His  confcience  always  was  fo  nice. 
He  freely  gave  the  poor  advice ; 
By  which  he  loft,  he  may  affirm, 
A  hundred  fees  lafl;  Eafter-term. 
While  others  of  the  learned  robe 
Would  break  the  patience  of  a  Job, 
No  pleader  at  the  bar  could  match 
His  diligence  and  quick  difpatch; 
Ne'er  kept  a  caufe,  he  well  may  boafl. 
Above  a  term.,  or  two  at  moft. 

The  cringing  knave  who  feeks  a  place 
Without  fuccefs,  thus  tells  his  cafe : 
Why  fhould  he  longer  mince  the  matter  ? 
He  fail'd,  becaufe  he  could  not  flatter; 
He  had  not  learn'd  to  turn  his  coat. 
Nor  for  a  party  give  his  vote : 
His  crim.e  he  quickly  underllood:; 
Too  zealous  for  the  nation's  good : 
He  found  the  mdnillers  refent  it. 
Yet  could  not  for  his  heart  repent  it. 

The  chaplain  vows  he  cannot  fawn. 
Though  it  would  raife  him  to  the  lawn : 
He  pafs'd  his  hours  among  his  books; 
You  find  it  in  Ms  meagre  looks : 
He  might,  if  he  were  worldly  wife. 
Preferment  get,  and  fpare  liis  eyes ; 
But  own'd  he  had  a  ftubborn  fpirit. 
That  made  him  truft  alone  to  merit : 

Vol.  XL IV.  D  Would 
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Would  rife  by  merit  to  promodon ; 
Alas  1  a  mere  chimeric  notion. 

The  dodor,  if  you  will  believe  him, 
Confefs'd  a  fm;  and,  (God  forgive  him!) 
Call'd  up  at  midnight,  ran  to  fave 
A  blind  old  beggar  from  the  grave : 
But  fee  how  Satan  fpreads  his  fnares; 
He  quite  forgot  to  fay  his  prayers. 
He  cannot  help  it  for  his  heart 
Sometimes  to  adl  the  parfon's  part: 
Quotes  from  the  Bible  many  a  fentcnce. 
That  moves  his  patients  to  repentance  : 
And,  when  his  medicines  do  no  good. 
Supports  their  minds  with  heavenly  food. 
At  which,  hov/ever  well  intended. 
He  hears  the  clergy  are  offended. 
And  grown  fo  bold  behind  his  back. 
To  call  him  hypocrite  and  quack. 
In  his  own  church  he  keeps  a  feat; 
Says  grace  before  and  after  meat; 
And  calls,  without  affeding  airs. 
His  houfhold  twice  a  day  to  prayers. 
He  iliuns  apothecaries'  fhops. 
And  hates  to  cram  the  fick  with  flops : 
He  fcorns  to  make  his  art  a  trade. 
Nor  bribes  my  lady's  favourite  maid : 
Old  nurfe-keepers  would  never  hire. 
To  recommend  him  to  the  fquire ; 
Which  others,  whom  he  will  not  name. 
Have  often  pradlis'd  to  their  fhame. 


The 
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The  ftatefman  tells  you,  with  z.fneer. 
His  fault  is  to  be  X.oofincere\ 
And,  having  no  nnifter  ends. 
Is  apt  to  difoblige  his  friends. 
The  nation's  good,  his  mailer's  glory. 
Without  regard  to  Whig  or  Tory, 
Were  all  the  fchemes  he  had  in  view ; 
Yet  he  was  feconded  by  few  : 
Though  fome  had  fpread  a  thoufand  Xjt^i 
'Twas  he  defeated  the  Excite. 
'Twas  known,  though  he  had  borne  afperfion, 
T\\.zX.fianding  troops  were  his  averfion: 
His  pradlice  was,  in  every  ll:ation. 
To  ferve  the  king,  and  pleafe  the  nation; 
Though  hard  to  hnd  in  every  cafe 
The  fitteft  man  to  fill  a  place : 
His  promifes  he  ne'er  forgot, 
But  took  memorials  on  the  fpot: 
His  enemies,  for  want  of  charity. 
Said,  he  afFefted  popularity: 
'Tis  true,  the  people  undcrftood. 
That  all  he  did  was  for  their  good ; 
Their  kind  afFedions  he  has  try'd; 
No  love  is  loft  on  either  fide. 
He  came  to  court  with  fortune  clear. 
Which  now  he  runs  out  every  year: 
Muft,  at  the  rate  that  he  goes  on. 
Inevitably  be  undone : 
Oh !  if  his  Majefty  would  pleafe 
To  give  him  but  a  writ  of  eafe, 

D  2  Wcdd 
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Would  grant  him  licence  to  retire. 
As  it  hath  long  been  his  defire. 
By  fair  accounts  it  would  be  found. 
He  's  poorer  by  ten  thoufand  pound. 
He  owns,  and  hopes  it  is  no  fin. 
He  ne'er  was  partial  to  his  kin ; 
He  thought  it  bafc  for  men  in  ftations 
To  crowd  the  court  with  their  relations : 
His  country  was  his  deareft  mother. 
And  every  virtuous  man  his  brother ; 
Through  modefty  or  awkward  fhame 
(For  which  he  owns  himfelf  to  blame). 
He  found  the  wifeft  man  he  could, 
Without  refpeft  to  friends  or  blood; 
Nor  never  afts  on  private  views. 
When  he  hath  liberty  to  choofe. 

The  Iharper  fwore  he  hated  play. 
Except  to  pafs  an  hour  away : 
And  well  he  might ;  for,  to  his  coft. 
By  want  of  fkill  he  always  loll : 
He  heard  there  was  a  club  of  cheats. 
Who  had  contriv'd  a  thoufand  feats; 
Could  change  the  ftock,  or  cog  a  dye. 
And  thus  deceive  the  fharpeft  eye. 
Nor  wonder  how  liis  fortune  funk  ; 
His  brothers  fleece  him  when  he  's  drunk. 

I  own  the  moral  not  exadl : 
Befides,  the  tale  is  falfe  in  fadl; 
And  fo  abfurd,  that,  could  I  raife  up 
From  fields  Elyfian,  fabling  JE(op, 


I  would 
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I  would. accufe  him  to  his  face 
For  libeling  the  four-foot  race. 
Creatures  of  every  kind  but  ours 
Well  comprehend  their  natural  powers ; 
While  we,  whom  reafon  ought  to  fway, 
Miftake  our  talents  every  day. 
The  afs  was  never  known  fo  ftupid 
To  adl.the  part  of  Tray  or  Cupid; 
Nor  leaps  upon  his  mailer's  lap. 
There  to  be  ftroak'd,  and  fed  with  pap. 
As  ^fop  would  the  world  perfuade ; 
He  better  underftands  his  trade  : 
Nor  comes,  whene'er  his  lady  whiftles ; 
But  carries  loads,  and  feeds  on  thirties. 
Our  author's  meaning,  I  prefume,  is^ 
A  creature  hipes  et  imphimis ; 
Wherein  the  moralift  defign'd 
A  compliment  on  human-kind : 
For  here  he  owns,  that  now  and  then 
Beafts  may  degenerate  into  men. 


ADVICE    TO    A    PARSON,     i 


732. 


WOULD  you  rife  in  the  church  r  be  ftupid  and  dull ; 
Be  empty  of  learning,  of  infolence  full; 
Though  lewd  and  immoral,  be  formal  and  grave. 
In  flattery  an  <?r///?,  in  fawning  ajlat'e: 
No  merit,  no  fcience,  no  virtue,  is  wanting 
In  him  that  's  accomplifh'd  in  cringi)?^  and  canting. 

D3  Be 


^'  A  Q  i'  Pi 
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Be  ftudious  to  praftife  true  meannefs  offpirit% 
For  who  but  lord  Bolton*  was  mitred  for  merit  ? 
Would  you  wifli  to  be  wrapt  in  a  rochet  ?  in  fhort, 
JBe  pox'd  and  profane  as  F — n  or  Hortef . 
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THAT  you,  friend  Marcus,  like  a  Stoick, 
Can  wilh  to  die  in  llrains  heroic. 
No  real  fortitude  implies : 
Yet,  all  muft  own,  thy  wifh  is  wife. 
Thy  curate's  place,  thy  fruitful  wife. 
Thy  bufy,  drudging  fcene  of  life. 
Thy  infolent,  illiterate  vicar. 
Thy  want  of  all-confoling  liquor. 
Thy  thread-bare  gown,  thy  cafTock  rent. 
Thy  credit  funk,  thy  -money  fpent. 
Thy  week*  mads  up  of  fafting-days. 
Thy  grate  urxonfcious  of  a  blaze. 
And,  to  complete  thy  other  curfes. 
The  quarterly  demands  of  nurfes. 
Are  ills  you  wifely  wifh  to  leave. 
And  fly  for  refuge  to  the  grave  : 
And,  oh,  what  virtue  you  exprefs. 
In  wifhing  fuch  afflidions  lefs ! 

But,  now,  ftiould  Fortune  ihift  the  fcene. 
And  make  thy  Curatefhip  a  Dean; 

*   Then  archbifhop  of  Caflael. 

•f-  At  that  time  biiTiop  of  Kilmorct 

Or 
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Or  fome  rich  beneiice  provide. 
To  pamper  luxury  and  pride; 
With  labour  fmall,  and  income  great; 
With  chariot  lefs  for  ufe  than  Hate ; 
With  fwelling  icarf  and  gloffy  gown. 
And  licence  to  refide  in  town ; 
To  fhine,  where  all  the  gay  refort. 
At  concerts,  cofFee-houie,  or  court. 
And  weekly  perfecute  his  Grace 
With  vifits,  or  to  beg  a  place ; 
With  underlings  thy  flock  to  teach, 
Vilth  no  defire  to  pray  or  preach ; 
With  haughty  fpoufe  in  veflure  fine. 
With  plenteous  meals  and  generous  wine  ; 
Wouldil  thou  not  wifh,  in  fo  much  eafe. 
Thy  years  as  numerous  as  thy  days? 


THE  HARDSHIP  UPON  THE  LADIES, 
1733- 

POOR  ladies !  though  their  bufmefo  be  to  play, 
'  ris  hard  they  muft  be  bufy  night  and  day : 
Why  (hould  they  want  the  privilege  of  men. 
Nor  take  fome  fmall  diverfions  now  and  then  ? 
Had  women  been  the  makers  of  our  laws 
(And  why  they  were  not,  I  can  fee  no  caufe). 
The  men  fhould  Have  at  cards  from  morn  to  night. 
And  female  pleafures  be  to  read  and  write. 


3il 
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A        LOVE        SONG, 
IN    THE    MODERN    TASTE.     1733. 

I. 

1  FLUTTERING  fpread  thy  purple  pinions. 
Gentle  Cupid,  o'er  my  heart; 
I  a  flave  in  thy  dominions ; 
Nature  mufl  give  way  to  art. 
II. 
Mild  Arcadians,  ever  blooming. 

Nightly  nodding  o'er  your  flocks. 
See  my  weary  days  confuming 
All  beneath  yon  flowery  rocks. 
III. 
Thus  the  Cyprian  goddefs  weeping 
Mourn'd  Adonis,  darling  youth : 
Him  the  boar,  in  fllence  creeping, 
Gor'd  with  unrelenting  tooth. 
IV. 
Cynthia,  tune  harmonious  numbers; 

Fair  Difcretion,  ftring  the  lyre ; 
Sooth  my  ever-waking  flumbers ; 
Bright  Apollo,  lend  thy  choir. 
V. 
Gloomy  Pluto,  king  of  terrors, 
Arm'd  in  adamantine  chains. 
Lead  me  to  the  cryllal  mirrors* 
Watering  foft  Elyfian  plains  ► 

VL  Mournful 
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VI. 
Mournful  cyprefs,  verdant  willow. 

Gilding  my  Aurelia's  brows, 
Morpheus,  hovering  o'er  my  pillow. 
Hear  me  pay  my  dying  vows. 
VII. 
Melancholy  fmooth  Msander, 
Swiftly  purling  in  a  round. 
On  thy  margin  lovers  wander. 

With  thy  flowery  chaplels  crown'd. 
VIII. 
Thus  when  Philomela  drooping 

Softly  feeks  her  filent  mate. 
See  the  bird  of  Juno  {looping  j 
Melody  rcfigns  to  fate. 

On  the  Words  BROTHER  PROTESTANTS, 
and  FELLOW  CHRISTIANS, 

So  famih'arly  ufed  by  the  Advocates  for  the  Repeal   of 
the  Test-act  in  Ireland.     1733. 

AN  inundation,  fays  the  fable, 
O'erflow'd  a  farmer's  barn  and  ftable; 
Whole  ricks  of  hay,  and  Hacks  of  com. 
Were  down  the  fudden  current  borne ; 
While  things  of  heterogeneous  kind 
Together  float  with  tide  and  wind. 
The  generous  wheat  forgot  its  pride. 
And  fail'd  with  litter  fide  by  fide; 

Uniting 
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Uniting  all,  to  flicw  their  amity. 
As  in  a  general  calamity. 
A  ball  of  new-dropt  horfe's  dung. 
Mingling  with  apples  in  the  throng. 
Said  to  the  pippin  plump  and  prim, 
"  See,  brother,  how  we  apples  fvvim." 

Thus  Lamb,  renown'd  for  cutting  corns,- 
An  offer'd  fee  of  RadclifF  fcorns : 
"  Not  for  the  world— we  doftors,  brother, 
"  Muft  take  no  fees  of  one  another." 
Thus  to  a  Dean  fome  Curate  floven 
Subfcribes,  "  Dear  Sir,  your  brother  loving.'* 
Thus  all  th3  footmen,  ihoe-boys,  porters. 
About  St.  James's,  cry,  "  We  courtiers." 
Thus  H — e  in  the  houfe  will  prate, 
**  Sir,  we  the  minifrers  of  ftate." 
Thus  at  the  bar  the  blockhead  Bettefvvorth, 
Though  half  a  crown  o'erpays  his  fweac's  worth. 
Who  knows  in  law  nor  text  nor  margent. 
Calls  Singleton  his  brother  ferjeant. 
And  thus  fanatic  faints,  though  neither  in 
Doftrine  nor  difcipline  cur  brethren. 
Are  Brother  Protellants  and  ChriiUans, 
As  much  as  Hebrews  and  Philiilines : 
But  in  no  other  fenfe,  than  nature 
Has  made  a  rat  our  fellow-creature. 
Lice  from  your  body  fuck  their  food; 
But  is  a  loufe  your  fleili  and  blood  ? 
Though  born  of  human  filth  and  fweat,  it 
May  as  well  be  faid  man  did  beget  it ; 

But 
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But  maggots  in  your  nofe  and  chin 
As  well  may  claim  you  for  their  kin. 

Yet  criticks  may  objeft.  Why  not? 
Since  lice  are  brethren  to  a  Scot : 
Which  made  our  fwarm  of  feels  determine 
Employments  for  their  brother  vermin. 
But  be  they  Englifh,  Irifh,  Scottifh, 
What  Protellant  can  be  fo  fottifh. 
While  o'er  the  church  thefe  clouds  are  gathering. 
To  call  a  fvvarm  of  lice  his  brethren  ? 

As  Mofes,  by  divine  advice. 
In  Egypt  turn'd  the  dull  to  lice; 
And  as  our  fe6ls,  by  all  defcriptions. 
Have  hearts  more  harden'dthan  Egyptians; 
As  from  the  trodden  duft  they  fpring. 
And,  turn'd  to  lice,  infeft  the  king  : 
For  pity's  fake,  it  would  be  juft, 
A  rod  ihould  turn  them  back  to  duj?. 

Let  folks  in  high  or  holy  flations 
Be  proud  of  owning  fuch  relations ; 
Let  courtiers  hug  them  in  their  bofom. 
As  if  they  were  afraid  to  lofe  'em : 
While  I,  with  humble  Job,  had  rather 
Say  to  corruption — "  Thou  'rt  my  father.*' 
For  he  that  has  fo  little  wit 
To  nourilh  vermin,  may  be  bit. 


THE 
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THE  YAHOO'S  OVERTHROW; 

O  R, 

THE  KEVAN  BAYL'S  NEW  BALLAD, 

UPON    SERJEANT    KITE's    I  N3U  LT  I  N  G  '  TH  E    DEAN. 

To  the  Time  of  "  Derry  down." 

JOLLY  boys  of  St.  Kevan's,  St.  Patrick's,  Donore, 
And  Smithfield,  I  '11  tell  you,  if  not  told  before. 
How  Bettefworth,  that  booby,  and  fcoundrel  in  grain. 
Hath  infulted  us  all  by  infulting  the  Dean. 

Kjiock  him  donvn,  donvn,  donvn,  knock  him  do^wn , 

The  Dean  and  his  merits  we  every  one  know ; 
But  this  Ikip  of  a  Lawyer,  where  the  De'el  did  he  grow  ? 
How  greater  his  merit  at  Four  Courts  or  Houfe, 
Than  the  barking  of  Towzer,  or  leap  of  a  loufe  ? 

Knock  him  donvn,  &c. 

That  he  came  from  the  Temple,  his  morals  do  {how; 
But  where  his  deep  law  is,  few  mortals  yet  know  : 
His  rhetoric,  bombail:,  filly  jells,  are  by  far 
More  like  to  lampooning,  than  pleading  at  bar. 

Knock  him  dov^n,  8cc, 

This  pedlar,  at  fpcaking  and  making  of  laws. 
Hath  met  with  returns  of  all  forts  but  applaufe; 
Has,  with  noife  and  odd  geftures,  been  prating  fome  years, 
Wiiat  honefier  folks  never  durfl  for  their  ears. 

Knock  him  do-zvn.  Sec. 
Of 
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Of  all  llzes  and  forts,  the  fanatical  crew 
Are  his  Brother  Proteflants,  good  men  and  true; 
Red  hat,  and  blue  bonnet,  and  turbant  's  the  fame: 
What  the  De'el  is 't  to  him  whence  the  Devil  they  came  ? 

Knock  him  do~u:}i,  &c. 

Hobbes,   Tindal,  and  Woolfton,  and  Collins,   and 
Nayler, 
And  Muggleton,  Toland,  and  Bradley  the  Taylor, 
Are  Chriftians  alike ;  and  it  may  be  averr'd. 
He  's  a  Chriitian  as  good  as  the  rell  of  the  herd. 

Knock  him  dc^vny  &c« 

He  only  the  rights  of  the  clergy  debates. 
Their  rights!    their  importance!   We  '11  fet  on  new 

rates 
On  their  tithes  at  half-nothing,  their  prlellhood  at  lefs : 
What  's  next  to  be  voted,  with  eafe  you  may  guefs. 

Knock  him  doivr:,  &C. 

At  length  his  Old  Mailer  (I  need  not  him  name) 
To  this  damnable  Speaker  had  long  ow'd  a  fhame ; 
When  his  fpeech  came  abroad,  he  paid  him  off  clean. 
By  leaving  him  under  the  pen  of  the  Dean. 

Knock  him  doujn,  &C. 

He  kindled,  as  if  the  whole  Satire  had  been 
The  opprelfion  of  Virtue,  not  wages  of  Sin: 
He  began,  as  he  bragg'd,  with  a  rant  and  a.  roar; 
He  bragg'd  how  he  bounc'd,   and  he  fwore  how  he 

fwore. 

Knock  him  do-ajn.  Sec, 

Though 
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Though  he  cring'd   to  his  Dcanfhip  in   very  low 
ftrains. 
To  others  lie  boafted  of  knocking  out  brains. 
And  flitting  of  nofes,  and  cropping  of  ears. 
While  his  own  afs's  zaggs  were  more  fit  for  tlie  (hears. 

Knock  him  donjjn.  See. 

On  this  Worrier  of  Deans  whene'er  we  can  hit, 
'V/e  '11  fliew  him  the  way  how  to  crop  and  to  flit ; 
We  '11  teach  him  feme  better  addrefs  to  afford 
To  the  Dean  of  all  Deans,  though  he  wears  not  a  fword. 

Knock  h'un  cJonvHy  &C. 

We  '11  colt  him  through  Kevan,  St.  Patrick's,  Donore, 
And  Smithfield,  as  Rap  was  ne'er  coked  before; 
We  '11   oil  him  with  kennel,  and  powder   him  with 

grains, 
A  modus  right  fit  for  infulters  of  Deans. 

Knock  him  do-ixmy  &c. 

And,  when  this  is  over,  we  '11  make  him  amends ; 
To  the  Dean  he  fliall  go ;  they  ihail  kifs  and  be  friends : 
But  how  ?  Why,  the  Dean  fnall  to  him  difclcfe 
A  face  for  to  kifs,  without  z^jf^y  ears,  or  nofe. 

Knock  him  doivn,  ScZ. 

If  you  fay  this  is  hard  on  a  man  that  is  reckon'd 
That  ferjeant  at  law  whom  we  call  Kite  the  Second, 
You  miftake ;  for  a  flave,  who  will  coax  his  fuperiors. 
May  be  proud  to  be  licking  a  great  man's  polleriors. 

Knock  him  do-iAjn,  Sec. 

\Vhat 
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What  care  we  how  high  runs  his  paiTion  or  pride  ? 
Though  his  foul  he  defpifes,  he  values  his  hide; 
Then  fear  not  his  tongue,  or  his  fword,  or  his  knife; 
He  '11  take  his  revenge  on  liis  innocent  wife. 

-  Knock  hhn  dc^ivn,  don^Jii,  doivn,  keep  him  doivnc. 


ON      THE 

ARCHBISHOP     OF     CASHEL, 
AND     BETTES  WORTH. 

DEAR  Dick,  pr'ythee  tell  by  what  pafTion  you  move  ? 
The  world  is  in  doubt,  whether  hatred  or  love ; 
And,  while  at  good  Calhel  you  rail  with  fuch  fpite. 
They  fhrewdly  fufpedl  it  is  all  but  a  bite. 
You  certainly  know,  though  fo  loudly  you  vapour. 
His  fpite  cannot  wound,  who  attempted  the  Drapier, 
Then,  pr'ythee,  refledl,  take  a  word  of  advice; 
And,  as  your  old  wont  is,  change  fides  in  a  trice  : 
On  his  virtues  hold  forth ;  'tis  the  very  befl  way ; 
And  fay  of  the  man  what  all  honeft  men  fay. 
But  if,  ftill  obdurate,  your  anger  remains ; 
If  flill  your  foul  bofom  more  rancour  contains; 
Say  then  more  than  they;  nay,  laviQily  flatter, 
'Tis  your  grofs  panegyricks  alone  can  befpatter : 
For  thine,  my  dear  Dick,  give  me  leave  to  fpeak  plain. 
Like  a  very  foul  mop,  dirty  more  than  they  clean. 


o» 
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ON  POETRY: 

A         RHAPSODY.       1733. 

ALL  human  race  would  fain  be  w//j. 
And  millions  mifs  for  one  that  hits. 
Young's  univerfal  paiTion,  pride, 
Was  never  known  to  fpread  fo  wide. 
Say,  Britain,  could  you  ever  boall  .5 

Three  poets  in  an  age  at  moll? 
"Our  chilling  climate  hardly  bears 
A /prig  of  bays  in  fifty  years ; 
While  every  fool  his  claim  alledges. 
As  if  it  grew  in  common  hedges.  ,10 

What  reafon  can  there  be  affign'd 
For  this  perverfenefs  in  the  mind  ? 
Brutes  find  out  where  their  talents  lie : 
A  hear  will  not  attempt  to  fly ; 
A  founder'd  horfe  will  oft'  debate,  15 

Before  he  tries  a  five-barr'd  gate; 
A  dog  by  inftinft  turns  afide. 
Who  fees  the  ditch  too  deep  and  wide. 
But  man  we  find  the  only  creature 
Who,  led  hy  folly y  combats  Nature ;  2© 

Who,  when  Jhe  loudly  cries.  Forbear, 
With  obftinacy  fixes  there ; 
And,  where  his  genius  leaft  inclines, 
Abfurdly  bends  his  whole  defigns. 

•Not 
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Not  empire  to  the  rifing  fun  25 

By  valour,  condufl,  fortune  won; 
Not  highefl  nx)ifdom  in  debates 
For  framing  laws  to  govern  ftates; 
Not  {kill  in  fciences  profound. 

So  large  to  grafp  the  circle  round;  3© 

Such  heavenly  influence  require. 
As  how  to  ftrike  the  Mitfe^s  lyre. 

Not  beggar's  brat  on  bulk  begot; 
Not  baftardof  a  pedlar  Scot; 

Not  boy  brought  up  to  cleaning  Ihoes,  55 

The  fpawn  of  Bridewell  or  the  flews ; 
Not  infants  dropt,  the  fpurious  pledges 
Oi gipfies  littering  under  hedges; 
Are  fo  difqualify'd  by  fate 

To  rife  in  church,  or  lan^v,  or  J} ate,  40 

As  he  whom  Phoebus  in  his  ire 
Hath  blafted  with  poetic  fire. 

What  hope  of  cuftom  in  xhtfair. 
While  not  a  foul  demands  your  ware  ? 
Where  you  have  nothing  to  produce  45 

For  private  life,  or  public  ufe  ? 
Court,  city,  country,  want  you  not ; 
You  cannot  bribe,  betray,  or  plot. 
For  poets,  law  makes  no  provifion; 
The  wealthy  have  you  in  derifion :  50 

Of  ftate  aftairs  you  cannot  fmatter; 
Are  awkward  when  you  try  to  flatter : 
Your  portion,  taking  Britain  round. 
Was  juft  one  annual  hundred  pound; 

Vol,  XLIV.  E  Novy 
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Now  not  fo  much  as  in  remainder. 
Since  Cibber  brought-in  an  attainder; 
For  ever  fix'd  by  right  divine 
(A  fnonarch's  right)  on  Grub-ftreet  line. 

Poor  ftarvellng  bard,  how  fmall  thy  gains ! 
How  unproportion'd  to  thy  pains  1 
And  here  Tijimile  comes  pat  in : 
Though  chickens  take  a  month  to  fatten, 
The  guefts  in  It-fs  than  half  an  hour 
Will  more  than  half  a  fcore  devour. 
So,  after  toiling  twenty  days 
To  earn  a  ftock  of  pence  and  praife. 
Thy  labours,  grown  the  critick's  prey. 
Are  fwallow'd  o'er  a  diili  of  tea; 
Gone  to  be  never  heard  of  more, 
Gone  where  the  chickens  went  before. 

How  ihall  a  new  attempter  learn 
Of  different  fpirits  to  difcern. 
And  how  diflinguifh  which  is  which. 
The  poet's  vein,  or  fcribbling  itch? 
Then  hear  an  old  experienc'd  fmner, 
Inftru6ling  thus  a  young  beginner. 

Confult  yourfelf ;  and  if  you  find 
A  powerful  impulfe  urge  your  mind. 
Impartial  judge  within  your  bread 
What  fubjed  you  can  manage  bell; 
Whether  your  genius  moft  inclines 
To  fatire,  praife,  or  humorous  lines. 
To  elegies  in  mournful  tone, 
Or  prologue  fent  from  hand  unknown. 
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Then,  rifing  with  Aurora's  light,  85 

The  Mufe  invok'd,  fit  down  to  write; 

Blot  out,  correal,  infert,  refine. 

Enlarge,  diminifh,  interline ; 

Be  mindful,  when  invention  fails. 

To  fcratch  your  head,  and  bite  your  nails»  90 

Ycux-  poem  finifh'd,  next  your  care 
Is  needful,  to  tranfcribe  it  fair. 
In  modern  wit  all  printed  trafh  is 
Set  off  with  numerous  breaks  and  dafpes. 

To  ftatefmen  would  you  give  a  wipe,  95 

You  print  it  in  Italic  type. 
When  letters  are  in  vulgar  Ihapes, 
'Tis  ten  to  one  the  ^\dt  efcapes : 
But,  when  in  capitals  expreft. 

The  dulleil  reader  fmokes  the  jeft :  1 00 

Or  clfe  perhaps  he  may  invent 
A  better  than  the  poet  meant; 
As  learned  commentators  view 
In  Homer  m.ore  than  Homer  knew. 

Your  poem  in  its  modifh  drefs,  105 

Corre6lly  fitted  for  the  prefs. 
Convey  by  penny-poft  to  Lintot, 
But  let  no  friend  alive  look  into  *t. 
If  Lintot  thinks  'twill  quit  the  coli. 
You  need  not  fear  your  labour  loft:  1 10 

And  hov/  agreeably  furpris'd 
Are  you  to  fee  it  advertis'd  1 
The  hawker  fhews  you  one  in  print. 
As  freih  as  farthings  from  the  mint ; 

E2  The 
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'■*    The  produdl  of  your  toil  and  fweating ;  '115 

A  badard  of  your  own  begetting. 
Be  fure  at  Will's,  the  following  day. 

Lie  fnug,  and  hear  what  criticks  fay ; 

And,  if  you  find  the  general  vogue 
':■■   Pronounces  you  a  ftupid^ogue,  ^  120 

T)amns  all  you-r  thoughts  as  low  and  little. 

Sit  Hill,  and  fwallow  down  your  fpittle. 

Be  filent  as  a  politician. 

For  talkirrg  may  beget  fufpicion : 
*^>*  Or  praife.the  judgement  of  the  town,  125 

And  help  yourfelf  to  run  it  down. 

Give  up  your  fond  paternal  pride. 

Nor  argue  on  the  weaker  fide : 

For  poems  read  without  a  name 
'r  -0We  juftly  praife,  or  juftly  blame ;  130 

And  criticks  have  no  partial  views. 

Except  they  know  whom  they  abufe: 

And,  fmce  you  ne'er  provoke  their  fpite. 

Depend  upon  't  their  judgement 's  ri-ght. 
/-xBut  if  you  blab,  you  are  undone:  '^SS 

Confider  what  a  rifk  you  run : 

You  lofe  your  credit  all  at  once ; 

The  town  will  -mnrk  you  for  a  dunce ; 

The  vileft  doggrel;  Grub-ftreet  fends, 
\  J  Will  pafs  for  yours  with  foes  and  frieuds ;         '  -;  i^o 

And  you  muft  bear  the  whole  difgrace. 

Till  fome  frefh  blockhead  takes  your  place. 
Your  fecret  kept,  your  poem  funk, 
.    And  fent  in  quires  to  line  a  trunk. 
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If  ftill  you  be  difpos'd  to  rhyme,  145 

Go  try  your  hand  a  fecond  time. 

Again  you  fail :  yet  ^afe  's  the  word ; 

Take  courage,  and  attempt  a  third. 

But  fir  ft  with  care  employ  your  thoughts 

Where  criticks  mark'd  your  former  faults;  150 

The  trivial  turns,  the  borrowed  wit,  . 

^V\\Q /.miles  that  nothing  fit;  ■ 

The  cant  which  every  fool  repeats. 

Town  jefls  and  coifee-houfe  conceits; 

Defcriptions  tedious,  flat  and  dry,  1 55 

And  introduc'd  the  Lord  knows  why :  .  . 

Or  where  we  find  your  fury  (et 

Againfl  the  harmlefs  alphabet ; 

On  A's  and  B's  your  malice  vent. 

While  readers  wonder  whom  you  meant;  260 

A  public  or  a  private  robber, 

Ajiate/man,  or  a  ?iOnt\\-{t2i Jobber', 

A  prelate  who  no  God  believes; 

A  parliament,  or  den  of  thieves ;. 

A  pick-purfe  at  the  bar  or  bench ;   -  1 65 

A  dutchefs,  or  a  fuburb-wench : 

Or  oft',  when  epithets  you  link 

In  gaping  lines  to  fill  a  chink ; 

Like  ftepping-ftones  to  fave  a  flrlde, 

Jn  ftreets  where  kennels  are  too  wide;  1 70 

Or  like  a  heel-piece,  to  fupport 

A  cripple  with  one  foot  too  fhort; 

Or  like  a  bridge,  that  joins  a  marifh 

To  moorlands  of  a  different  parilh, 

E3  So 
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So  have  I  feen  ill-coupled  hounds  l'7^ 

Drag  different  v/ays  in  miry  grounds. 

So  geographers  in  Afric  maps 

With  favage  piftures  fill  their  gaps. 

And  o'er  unhabitable  downs 

Place  elephants  for  want  of  towns.  1 80 

But,  though  you  mifs  your  third  effay. 
You  need  not  throw  your  pen  away. 
Lay  now  afide  all  thoughts  of  fame. 
To  Ipring  more  profitable  game. 
From  party-merit  feek  fupport;  1 85 

The  vilell  verfe  thrives  beft  at  court. 
A  pamphlet  in  Sir  Bob's  defence 
Will  never  fail  to  bring-in  pence ; 
Nor  be  concern'd  about  the  fale. 
He  pays  his  workmen  on  the  nail.  i^O 

A  prince,  the  moment  he  is  crown'd. 
Inherits  every  virtue  round. 
As  emblems  of  the  fovereign  power. 
Like  other  baubles  in  the  Tower; 
Is  generous,  valiant,  jull,  and  wife,  1-95 

And  fo  continues  till  he  dies : 
His  liumhle/enate  this  profeffes. 
In  all  thQirJpegches,  'vo/es,  addrejjes. 
But  once  yon  tix  him  in  a  tomb. 
His  virtues  fade,  his  vices  bloom;  20O 

And  each  perfeftion,  wrong  imputed. 
Is  fully  at  his  death  confuted. 
The  loads  of  poems  in  his  praife, 
Afcending,  make  one  funeral  blaze : 

AS 
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As  foon  as  yoa  can  hear  his  knell,  205 

This  god  on  earth  turns  devil  in  hell: 

And  lo !  his  minifters  of  ftate, 

Transform'd  to  imps,  his  levee  wait; 

Where,  in  the  fcenes  of  endlefs  woe. 

They  ply  their  former  arts  below ;  5 10 

And,  as  they  fail  in  Charon's  boat. 

Contrive  to  bribe  the  judge's  vote; 

To  Cerberus  they  give  a  fop. 

His  triple-barking  mouth  to  flop; 

Or  in  the  ivory  gate  of  dreams  2 !  5 

Prcjetfl  Excife  and  South-fea  fchemes ; 

Or  hire  their  party-pamphleteers 

To  fct  Elyfium  by  the  ears. 

Then,  poet,  if  you  mean  to  thrive. 
Employ  your  Mufe  on  kings  alive ;  220 

With  prudence  gathering  up  a  clufter 
Of  all  the  virtues  you  can  mufter. 
Which,  form'd  into  a  garland  fvveet. 
Lay  humbly  at  your  monarch's  feet; 
Who,  as  the  odours  reach  his  throne,  225 

Will  fmile,  and  think  them  all  his  own ;. 
For  la-Tv  and  go/pel  both  determine 
All  virtues  lodge  in  royal  ermine:. 
(I  mean  the  oracles  of  both. 

Who  (hall  depofe  it  upon  oath.)  ±^^0 

Your  garland  in  the  following  reign^ 
Change  but  the  names,  will  do  again. 

But,  if  you  think  this  trade  too  bafe, 
{Which  feldom  is  the  dunce's  cafe) 

E4  Put 
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Pat  on  the  critick's  brow,  and  fit  235 

At  Will's  the  puny  judge  of  wit. 

A  nod,  a  flirug,  a  fcornful  fmile. 

With  caution  us'd,  may  ferve  a  while. 

Proceed  no  further  in  your  part, 

.Before  you  learn  the  terms  of  art;  240 

For  you  can  never  be  too  far  gone 

In  all  our  modem  criticks'  jargon : 

Then  talk  with  more  authentic  face 

Oi  unities,  in  time  and  place; 

Get  fcraps  of  Horace  from  your  friends,  245 

And  have  them  at  your  fingers'  ends ; 

Learn  Ariilotle's  rules  by  rote. 

And  at  all  hazards  boldly  quote; 

Judicious  Rymer  oft'  review, 

Wife  Dennis,  and  profound  Bofm  ;  250 

Read  all  the  prefaces  of  Dryden, 

For  thefe  our  criticks  much  confide  in 

(Though  merely  writ  at  firft  for  filling, 

To  raife  the  volume's  price  a  fhilling). 

A  forward  critick  often  dupes  us  255 

With  fliam  quotations  peri  hupfous ; 
And  if  we  have  not  read  Longinus, 
Will  magifterially  outfhine  us. 
Tlien,  left  with  Greek  he  over-run  ye. 
Procure  the  book  for  love  or  money,  26® 

Tranf];ited  from  Boileau's  tranflition. 
And  quote  quotation  on  quotation. 

At  Will's  you  hear  a  poem  read. 
Where  Battus  from  the  table-head. 

Reclining 
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Reclining  on  his  elbow-chair,  265 

Gives  judgement  with  decifive  air; 

To  whom  the  tribe  of  circling  wits 

As  to  an  oracle  fubmits. 

He  gives  directions  to  the  town. 

To  cry  it  up,  or  run  it  down ;  270 

Like  courtiers,  when  they  fend  a  note, 

Inftrufting  members  how  to  vote. 

He  fets  the  ftamp  of  bad  and  good. 

Though  not  a  word  be  underllood. 

Your  lefTon  learn'd,  you  '11  be  fecure  275 

To  get  the  name  of  connoijjeur : 

And,  when  your  merits  once  are  known. 

Procure  difciples  of  your  own. 

For  poets  (you  can  never  want  'em) 

Spread  through  Augufta  Trinobantum,  280 

Computing  by  their  pecks  of  coals. 

Amount  to  juft  nine  thoufand  fouls : 

Thefe  o'er  their  proper  diftrifts  govern, 

Of  wit  and  humour  judges  fovereign. 

In  every  Ilreet  a  city-bard  285 

Rules,  like  an  alderman,  his  ward ; 

His  indifputed  rights  extend 

Through  all  the  lane,  from  end  to  end ; 

The  neighbours  round  admire  his  Jljre^wdnejs 

For  fongs  0?  loyalty  and  le^dnefs\  290 

Out-done  by  none  in  rhyming  well. 

Although  he  never  learn'd  to  fpell. 

Two  bordering  wits  contend  for  glory ; 
And  one  is  Whig,  and  one  is  Tory: 

And 
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And  tills  for  epics  claims  the  bays,  29^ 

And  that  for  elegiac  lays : 

Some  fam'd  for  numbers  foft  and  fmooth. 

By  lovers  fpoke  in  Punch's  booth; 

And  fome  as  jufUy  fame  extols 

For  lofty  lines  in  Smithfield  drolls.  300 

Bavius  in  Wapping  gains  renown. 

And  Masvius  reigns  o'er  Kentifli-town : 

Tigellius,  plac'd  in  Phoebus'  car, 

From  Ludgate  fhines  to  Temple-bar  : 

Harmonious  Cibber  entertains  305, 

The  court  with  annual  birth-day  ilrains ; 

Whence  Gay  was  banifh'd  in  difgrace; 

Where  Pope  will  never  Ihow  his  face ; 

Where  Young  muft  torture  his  invention 

To  flatter  knaves,  or  lofe  \{\s  penjton,  310 

But  thefe  are  not  a  thoufandth  part 
Of  jobbers  in  the  poet's  art. 
Attending  each  his  proper  rtation. 
And  all  in  due  fubordination. 

Through  every  alley  to  be  found,  315. 

In  garrets  high,  or  under  ground; 
And  when  they  join  theii'  pericranies. 
Out  fkips  a  book  of  mifcsllanks. 
Kobbes  clearly  proves,  that  every  creature 
Lives  in  a  ftate  of  war  by  nature.  320 

The  greater  for  the  fmalleft  v/atch. 
But  meddle  feldom  with  their  match. 
A  whale  Qv  moderate  iize  will  draw 
A  ihoal  of  herrings  do>vn  his  maw ; 

A  fox 
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A  fox  with  geefe  his  belly  crams;  325 

A  wolf  deftroys  a  thoufand  lambs : 

But  fearch  among  the  rhyming  race. 

The  brave  are  worry 'd  by  the  bafe. 

If  on  Parnaflus'  top  you  fit. 

You  rarely  bite,  are  always  bit.  3 30 

Each  poet  of  inferior  fize 

On  you  Ihall  rail  and  criticife. 

And  Urive  to  tear  you  limb  from  limb ; 

While  others  do  as  much  for  him. 

The  vermin  only  teafe  a^^d  pinch  335 

Their  foes  fuperior  by  an  inch. 
So,  naturalifis  obferve,  a  flea 
Hath  fmaller  fleas  that  on  him  prey ; 
And  thefe  have  fmaller  ftill  to  bite  'em,' 
And  fo  proceed  ad  infinitum,  34O 

Thus  every  poet  in  his  kind 
Is  bit  by  him  that  comes  behind: 
Who,  though  too  little  to  be  feen. 
Can  teafe,  and  gall,  and  give  the  fpleen;^ 
Call  dunces  fools  and  fons  of  whores,  34J 

Lay  Grub-ftreet  at  each  other's  doors ; 
Extol  the  Greek  and  Roman  mailers. 
And  curfe  our  modern  poetailers ; 
Complain,  as  many  an  ancient  bard  did. 
How  genius  is  no  more  rewarded;  350 

How  wrong  a  tafte  prevails  among  us ; 
How  much  our  ancellors  outfung  us; 
Can  perfonatei  an  awkward  fcorn 
for  Uiofe  who  are  not  poeu  bom  5 

And 
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And  all  their  brother-dunces  lafh,  355 

Who  crowd  the  prefs  with  hourly  trafh. 

O  Grub-%est !  how  do  I  bemoan  thee, 
Whofe  gracelefs  children  fcorn  to  own  thee  ! 
Their  filial  piety  forgot. 

Deny  their  country,.- like  a  Scot;  360 

Though,  by  their  idiom  and  grimace. 
They  foon  betray  their  native  place : 
Yet  thou  haft  greater  caufe  to  be 
Alliam'd  of  them,  than  they  of  thee. 
Degenerate  from  their  .j^ncient  brood,  365 

Since  firll  the  court  allow'd  them  food. 

Remains  a  difficulty  fHll, 
To  purchafe  fame  by  writing  ill. 
From  Flecknoe  down  to  Howard's  time. 
How  few  have  reached  the  lon.v  Jublime  !  370 

For  when  our  high-born  Howard  dy'd,    _ 
Blackmore  alone  his  place  fupply'd  : 
And,  left  a  chafm  fhould  intervene. 
When  death  had  finiih'd  Blackmore's  reign,. 
The  leaiiett  crcuon  devolv'd  to  thee,  375 

Great  poet  of  the  hollonjo  tree. 
But  ah !  how  unfecure  thy  throne ! 
A  thoufand  bards  thy  right  difown : 
They  plot  to  turn^  in  fadlious  zeal, 
Duncenia  to  a  common  weal ;  3 80 

And  with  rebellious  arms  pretend 
An  equal  privilege  to  dejcend. 

In  bulk  there  are  not  more  degrees 
From  elephants  to  mites  in  cheefe. 

Than 
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Than  what  a  curious  eye  may  trace  385 

In  creatures  of  the  rhyming  race. 
From  bad  to  v/orfe,  and  worfe,  they  fall; 
But  who  can  reach  the  worft  of  all  ? 
For  though,  in  nature,  depth  and  height 
.Are  equally  held  inlinite  ;  -39© 

In  poetry,  the  height  we  know; 
'Tio  only  infinite  below. 
For  inllance :  when  you  raihly  think. 
No  rhymer  can  like  Welfted  link, 
'His  merits  balan-c'd,  you  {hall  fi-nd  395 

The  Laureat  leaves'him  far  behind. 
Concannen,  more  afpiring  bard. 
Soars  downwardi  deeper  by  a  yard. 
Smart  Jemmy  Moor  with  vigour  drops : 
The  reft  purfue  as  thick  as  hops.  -400 

With  heads  to  points  the  gulph  they  enter, 
Link'd  perpendicular  to  the  centre ; 
And,  as  their  heels  elated  rife. 
Their  heads  attempt  the  nether  ikies. 

Oh,  what  indignity  and  (hame,  - -405 

To  proftitute  the  Mufe's  name  1 
By  flattering  kings,  whom  Heaven  defign'd 
The  plagues  and  fcourges  of  mankind ; 
Bred  up  in  ignorance  and  floth. 
And  every  vice  that  nurfes  both.  ■  '410 

Fair  Britain,  in  thy  monarch  bleft^ 
Whofe  virtues  bear  the  flrifteft  teft ; 
Whom  never  fadlion  could  befpatter. 
Nor  minifter  nor  poet  flatter ; 

What 
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What  juftice  in  rewarding  merit !  415 

What  magnanimity  of  fpirit ! 
What  lineaments  divine  we  trace 
Through  all  his  figure,  mien,  and  face ! 
Though  peace  with  olive  bind  his  hands, 
Confefs'd  the  conquering  hero  Hands.  420 

Hydafpes,  Indus,  and  the  Ganges, 
Dread  from  his  hand  impending  changes. 
prom  him  the  Tartar  and  Chinefe, 
Short  by  the  knees,  intreat  for  peace. 
The  confort  of  his  throne  and  bed,  425 

A  perfed  goddefs  born  and  bred. 
Appointed  fovereign  judge  to  fit 
On  learning,  eloquence,  and  wit. 
Our  eldeft  hope,  divine  liiliis, 

.(Late,  very  late,  oh  may  he  rule  us !)  430 

What  early  manhood  has  he  fhov/n. 
Before  his  downy  beard  was  grown ! 
Then  think,  what  wonders  will  be  done, 
By  going  on  as  he  begun. 

An  heir  for  Britain  to  fecure  435 

As  long  as  fun  and  moon  endure. 
The  remnant  of  the  royal  blood 
Comes  pouring  on  me  like  a  flood  : 
Bright  goddeffes,  in  number  five ; 
Duke  William,  fweeteft  prince  alive.  440 

Now  fmg  the  mintfier  of  JlatCy 
Who  fliines  alone  v/ithout  a  mate. 
Obferve  with  what  majeftic  port 
This  Atlas  ftands  to  prop  the  court : 

Intent 
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-Intent  the  public  debts  to  pay,  445 

Like  prudent  Fabius,  by  delay. 

Thou  great  vicegerent  of  the  king. 

Thy  praifes  every  Mufe  Ihall  fmg ! 

In  all  affairs  thou  fole  dirciSlor, 

Of  wit  and  learning  chief  prote£lor;  4^© 

Though  fmall  the  time  thou  haft  to  fpare. 

The  church  is  thy  peculiar  care. 

Of  pious  prelates  u'hat  a  ftock 

You  choofe,  to  rule  the  fable  flock ! 

You  raife  the  honour  of  the  peerage,  4^5 

Proud  to  attend  you  at  the  fteerage. 

You  dignify  the  noble  race. 

Content  yourfelf  with  humbler  place. 

Now  learning,  valour,  virtue,  fenfe. 

To  titles  give  the  fole  pretence.  460 

St.  George  beheld  thee  with  delight 

Vouchfafe  to  be  an  azure  knight. 

When  on  thy  breafts  and  fides  Herculean 

Ke  fix'd  the_/?^r  ^n6.J}rif2g  cerulean. 

Say,  poet,  in  what  other  nation  465 

Shone  ever  fuch  a  conftellation  ! 
Attend,  ye  Popes,  and  Youngs,  and  Gays, 
And  tune  your  harps,  and  ftrow  your  bays : 
Your  panegyricks  here  provide ; 
You  cannot  err  on  flattery's  fide.  470 

Above  the  ftars  exalt  your  ftyle. 
You  Hill  are  low  ten  thoufand  mile. 
On  Lewis  all  his  bards  bellow'd 
Of  incenfe  many  a  tlioufand  load; 
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■But  Europe  mortify'd  his  pride,  47^ 

And  fvvore  the  fawning  rafcals  ly'd. 

Yet  what  the  world  refus'd  to  Lewis, 

Apply'd  to  George,  exadlly  true  is. 

Exadly  true !  invidious  poet ! 

•"*Tis  fifty  thoufand  times  below  it.  480 

Tranllate  me  now  fome  lines,  if  you  can. 

From  Virgil,  Martial,  Ovid,  Lucan. 

They  could  all  power  in  Heaven  divide. 

And  do  no  wrohg  on  either  fide ; 
■They  teach  you  how  to  fplit  a  hair,  485 

Give  George  and  Jove  an  equal  fhare. 

Yet  why  (hould  we  be  lac'd  fo  ftrait  ? 

1  '11  give  my  monarch  butter-weight. 

And  reafon  good ;  for  many  a  year 
•  Jove  never  intermeddled  here :  490 

Nor,  though  his  priefts  be  duly  paid. 

Did  ever  we  defire  his  aid : 

We  now  can  better  do  without  him. 

Since  Woolfton  gave  us  arms  to  rout  him. 
Catera  dejiderantur* 

HORACE,  BOOK  IV.  ODE  XIX.   IMITATED. 
TO  HaMPHRY  FRENCH,  ESQ;*     1733. 

PAT R O N  of  the  tuneful  throng. 
Oh !  too  nice,  and  too  fevere  1 
Think  not  that  my  country  fong 
Shall  difpleafe  thy  honell  ear, 

*  Lord-mayor  of  Dublint    N. 

Chofcn 
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Chofen  drains  I  prou^y  bring  7 

Which  the  Mufes'  facred  choir. 
When  they  gods  and  heroes  fing, 

Diftate  to  th'  harmonious  lyre. 

Ancient  Homer,  princely  bard ! 

Juft  precedence  ftill  maintains; 
With  facred  rapture  ftill  are  heard 

Theban  Pindar's  lofty  ftrains. 

Still  the  old  triumphant  fong. 

Which,  when  hated  tyrants  fell. 
Great  Alcasus  boldly  fung. 

Warns,  inftrufts,  and  pleafes  well. 

Nor  has  Time's  all-darkening  Ihade 

In  obfcure  oblivion  prefs'd 
What  Anacreon  laugh'd  and  play'd ; 

Gay  Anacreon,  drunken  prieftl 

Genile  Sappho,  love-fick  PJufc, 

Warms  the  heart  with  amorous  fir?.; 
Still  her  tenderell  notes  infufe 

Melting  rapture,  foft  defire. 

Beauteous  Helen,  y«ung  and  gay. 

By  a  painted  fopling  won. 
Went  not  firil,  fair  nymph,  aftray. 

Fondly  pleas'd  to  be  undone. 

Nor  young  Teucer's  flaughtering  borv. 

Nor  bold  Hedor's  dreadful  fword. 
Alone  the  terrors  of  the  foe, 

Sow'd  the  field  with  hollile  blood. 
YoL.  XLIV.  F  Many 
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Many  valiant  chiefs  of  old  t 
Greatly  liv'd  and  died,  before 

Agamemnon,  Gi'ecian  bold, 

Wag'd  the  ten  years'  famous  war. 

But  their  names,  unfung,  unwept. 
Unrecorded,  loft  and  gone. 

Long  in  endlefs  night  have  flept. 
And  Ihall  now  no  more  be  known. 

Virtue,  which  the  poet's  care 
Has  not  well  confign'd  to  fame. 

Lies,  as  in  the  fepulchre 

Some  old  king  without  a  name. 

But,  O  Humphry,  great  and  free. 
While  my  tuneful  fongs  are  read. 

Old  forgetful  Time  on  thee 

Dark  obUvion  ne'er  fhall  fpread. 

When  the  deep -cut  notes  lliall  fade 
On  the  mouldering  Parian  Hone, 

On  the  brafs  no  more  be  read 
The  periihing  infcription ; 

Forgotten  all  the  enemies,       ., 
Envious  G- n's  curfed  fpite, 

A^nd  P I's  derogating  lies. 

Loft  and  funk  in  Stygian  night; 

Still  thy  labour  and  thy  care. 
What  for  Dublin  thou  haft  done. 

In  full  luftre  fliall  appear. 

And  outfhine  th'  unclouded  fun. 


Large 
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Larg3  thy  mind,  and  not  untried. 

For  Hibernia  now  doth  ftand  ; 
Through  the  calm,  or  raging  tide. 

Safe  condufts  the  fhip  to  land. 

Falfely  we  call  the  rich  man  great; 

He  is  only  fo  that  knows 
His  plentiful  or  fmall  ellate 

Wifely  to  enjoy  and  ufe. 

He,  in  wealth  or  poverty, 

Fortune's  power  alike  defies ; 
And  falfehood  and  diflionefty 

More  than  death  abhors  and  files : 

Flies  from  death! — No,  meets  it  brave. 

When  the  fufFering  fo  fevere 
May  from  dreadful  bondage  fave 

Clients,  friends,  or  country  dear. 

This  the  foverelgn  man,  compleat; 

Hero ;  patriot ;  glorious ;  free ; 
Rich  and  wife;  and  good  and  great; 

Generous  Humphry,  thou  art  He. 

A  NEW  SIMILE  FOR  THE  LADIES. 

BY    DR.     SHERIDAN.     1735. 

*'   To  mike  a  writer  mlfi  his  en.i, 

*'  You  've  nothing  elfe  to  do  but  menJ." 


I 


OFTEN  try'd  in  vain  to  find 
hfimilc  for  woman-kind, 

F  2  A  ritnlk 
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KJi7nile  I  mean  to  fit  'cm. 

In  every  circumllance  to  hit  'em. 

Through  every  beaft  and  bird  I  v^'cnt, 

I  ranfack'd  every  element ; 

And,  after  peeping  through  all  nature. 

To  find  {o  whinifical  a  creature, 

A  cloud  prefented  to  my  view. 

And  llrait  this  parallel  I  drew : 

Clouds  turn  with  every  wind  about; 
They  keep  us  in  fufpence  and  doubt; 
Yet  oft  perverfe,  like  woman-kind. 
Are  feen  to  feud  again  ft  the  wind : 
And  are  not  women  juft  the  fame? 
For,  who  can  tell  at  what  they  aim  ? 

Clouds  keep  the  ftouteft  mortals  under. 
When  bellowing  they  difcharge  their  thunder : 
So  when  th'  alarum-bell  is  rung 
Of  Xanti*s  everlafting  tongue. 
The  hulband  dreads  its  loudnefs  more 
Than  lightning's  flafii,  or  thunder's  roar. 

Clouds  weep,  as  they  do,  without  pain; 
And  what  are  tears" but  women's  rain? 

The  clouds  about  the  welkin  roam ; 
And  ladies  never  ftay  at  home. 

The  clouds  build  caftles  in  the  air, 
A  thing  peculiar  to  the  fair ; 
For  all  the  fchemes  of  their  forecafling 
Are  not  more  folid,  nor  more  lading. 

A  cloud  is  light  by  turns,  and  dark; 
Such  is  a  lady  with  her  fpark: 

Now 
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Now  with  a  fudden  pouting  gloom 

She  feems  to  darken  all  the  room  ; 

Again  ihe  's  pleas'd,  his  fears  begurl'd. 

And  all  is  clear  when  Ihe  has  fmil'd. 

In  this  they  're  wondroufly  alike 

(I  hope  'C^tjimile  will  ftrike) ; 

Though  in  the  darkeil  dumps  you  view  them. 

Stay  but  a  moment,  you  '11  fee  through  them. 

The  clouds  are  apt  to  make  reflection. 
And  frequently  produce  infedlion ; 
So  Caelia,  with  fmall  provocation, 
Blafts  every  neighbour's  reputation. 

The  clouds  delight  in  gaudy  ihow 
(For  they,  like  ladies,  have  their  bow)  ;- 
The  graveft  matron  will  confefs. 
That  ihe  herfelf  is  fond  of  drefs. 

Obferve  the  clouds  in  pomp  array'd. 
What  various  colours  are  difplay'd ; 
The  pink,  the  rofe,  the  violet's  dye. 
In  that  great  drawing-room  the  fky ; 
How  do  thefe  differ  from  our  Graces, 
In  garden-filks,  brocades,  and  laces  ? 
Are  they  not  fuch  another  fight. 
When  m.et  upon  a  birth-day  night  ? 

The  clouds  delight  to  change  their  fafhlon : 
(Dear  ladies,  be  not  in  a  paliion  !) 
Nor  let  this  whim  to  you  feem  ftrange. 
Who  every  hour  delight  in  change. 

In  them  and  you  alike  are  feen 
The  fuHen  fy mptoms  of  the  fpleenj 

F5  The 
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The  moment  that  your  vapours  rife, 
Wc  fee  them  dropping  from  your  eyes. 

In  evening  fair  you  may  behold 
The  clouds  are  fring'd  with  borrow'd  gold; 
And  this  is  many  a  lady's  cafe. 
Who  flaunts  about  in  borrowed  lace. 

Grave  matrons  arc  like  clouds  of  fnow. 
Their  words  f;ill  thick,  and  foft,  and  flow; 
While  brifk  coquettes,  like  rattling  hail. 
Our  ears  on  every  fide  aflTail. 

Clouds,  when  they  intercept  our  fight. 
Deprive  us  of  celelHal  light : 
So  when  my  Chloe  I  purfue. 
No  heaven  befides  I  have  in  view. 

Thus,  on  comparifon,  you  fee. 
In  every  inftance  they  agree. 
So  like,  fo  very  much  the  fame. 
That  one  may  go  by  t'  other's  name. 
Let  me  proclaim  it  then  aloud. 
That  every  woman  is  a  cloud. 


ANSWER.     BY     DR.     SWIFT. 

PRESUMPTUOUS  Bard!  how  could  you  dare 
A  woman  with  a  cloud  compare  ? 
Strange  pride  and  infolence  you  ihow 
Inferior  mortals  there  below. 
And  is  our  thunder  in  your  ears 
So  frequent  or  fo  loud  as  theirs  ? 

Alas  I 
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Alas !  our  thunder  foon  goes  out ; 
And  only  makes  you  more  devout. 
Then  is  not  female  clatter  worfe. 
That  drives  you  not  to  pray,  but  curfe  ? 

We  hardly  thunder  thrice  a  year ; 
The  bolt  difcharg'd,  the  iky  grows  clear : 
But  every  fublunary  dowdy,  ^ 

The  more  fhe  fcolds,  the  more  ihe  's  cloudy* 

Some  critick,  may  objed,  perhaps. 
That  clouds  are  blam'd  for  giving  claps ; 
But  what,  alas  !  are  claps  sethereal, 
Compar'd  for  mifchief  to  venereal  ? 
Can  clouds  give  buboes,  ulcers,  blotches. 
Or  from  your  nofes  dig  out  notches  r 
We  leave  the  body  fweet  and  found ; 
We  kill,  'tis  true,  but  never  wound. 

You  knov/  a  ckudy  fcy  befpeaks 
Fair  weather  when  the  morning  break:-; 
But  women  in  a  cloudy  plight 
Foretell  a  ftorra  ^  laft^l  night. 

A  cloud  in  proper  feaions  pours 
His  blelhngs  down  in  fruitful  fhowers ; 
But  woman  was  by  fate  defign'd 
To  pour  down  curfes  on  mankind. 
»     When  Sirius  o'er  the  welkin  rages. 
Our  kindly  help  his  iire  aiTuages ; 
But  woman  is  a  curil  infiamer. 
No  pariih  ducking-ftool  can  tame  her: 
To  kindle  llrife,  dame  Nature  taught  her; 
Like  iire-works,  fhe  can  burn  in  water. 

F  4  Fof  ■ 
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For  ficklenefs  how  durfl:  you  blame  us,, 
w  ho  for  our  conftancy  are  famous  ? 
You  '11  fee  a  cloud  in  gentle  weather  ' 
Keep  the  fame  face  an  hour  together  ; 
While  women,  if  it  could  be  reckon'd^ 
Change  every  feature  every  fecond. 
9   Obferve  our  figure  in  a  morning. 
Of  foul  or  fair  we  give  you  v/arning ; 
But  can  you  guefs  from  woman's  air 
One  minute,  whether  foul  or  fair  ? 

Go  read  in  ancient  books  enroll'd 
What  honours  we  pofTefs'd  of  old. 

To  difappoint  Ixion's  rape, 
Jove  dreft  a  cloud  in  Juno's  Ihape; 
Which  when  he  had  enjoy'd,  he  fwore. 
No  goddefs  could  have  pleas'd  him  more ; 
No  diiference  could  he  find  between 
His  cloud  and  Jove's  imperial  queen : 
His  cloud  produc'd  a  race  of  Centaurs, 
Fam'd  for  a  thoufand  bol^^adveq^ures; 
From  us  defcended  ab  origimy 
£y  learned  authors  call'd  nubigents. 
But  fay,  what  earthly  nymph  do  you  know. 
So  beautiful  to  pafs  for  Juno  ? 

Before  ^neas  durft  afpire 
To  court  her  majeily  of  Tyre, 
His  mother  begg'd  of  us  to  drefs  him. 
That  Dido  might  the  more  carefs  him  : 
A  coat  we  gave  him,  dy'd  in  grain, 
hfli'^ncn  wig  and  clouded  cane 
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(The  wig  was  powder'd  round  with  fleet. 
Which  fell  in  clouds  beneath  his  feet) , 
With  which  he-  made  a  tearing  fliow ; 
And  Dido  quickly  y^if^iV  the  beau. 

Among  your  females  make  enquiries,, 
What  nymph  on  earth  {q  fair  as  Iris  ? 
With  heavenly  beauty  fo  endow'd  ?  '** 

And  yet  her  father  is  a  cloud. 
We  drell  her  in  a  gold  brocade. 
Befitting  Juno's  favourite  maid. 

'Tis  known,  that  Socrates  the  wife 
Ador'd  us  clouds  as  deities : 
To  us  he  made  his  daily  prayers. 
As  Ariilophanes  declares; 
From  Jupiter  took  all  dominion. 
And  dy'd  defending  his  opinion. 
By  his  authority  'tis  plain 
You  v/orllilp  other  gods  in  vain. 
And  from  your  own  experience  know 
We  govern  all  things  there  below. 
You  follow  where  we  pleafe  to  guide ; 
O'er  all  your  paffions  we  prefide. 
Can  raife  them  up,  or  fmk  them  down. 
As  we  think  fit  to  fmile  or  frown : 
Andjjuft  as  we  difpofe  your  brain. 
Are  witty,  dull,  rejoice,  complain. 

Compare  us  then  to  female  race  ! 
We,  to  whom  all  the  gods  give  place ! 
Who  better  challenge  your  allegiance, 
Becaufe  we  dwell  in  higher  regions ! 

Yoa 
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You  find  the  gods  in  Homer  dwell 

In  Teas  and  ftreams,  or  low  as  hell : 

Ev'n  Jove,  and  Mercury  his  pimp. 

No  higher  climb  than  mount  Olymp 

(Who  makes  you  think  the  clouds  he  pierces  ? 

He  pierce  the  clouds  !  he  kifs  their  a — es)  ; 

While  we,  o'er  TenerifFa  plac'd. 

Are  loftier  by  a  mile  at  leaft : 

And,  when  Apollo  ilruts  on  Pindus, 

We  fee  him  from  our  kitchen-windows  ; 

Or,  to  ParnafTus  looking  down. 

Can  pifs  upon  liis  laurel  crown. 

Fate  never  form'd  the  gods  to  fl^  ; 
In  vehicles  they  mount  the  fcy : 
When  Jove  would  fome  fair  nymph  inveigle> 
He  comes  full  gallop  on  his  eagle. 
Though  Venus  be  as  light  as  air. 
She  muft  have  doves  to  draw  her  chair. 
Apollo  (lirs  not  out  of  door 
Without  his  lacker'd  coach  and  four. 
And  jealous  Juno,  ever  fnarling. 
Is  drawn  by  peacocks  in  her  bcrlin. 
But  we  can  fly  where'er  we  pleafe. 
O'er  cities,  rivers,  hills,  and  feas : 
From  eall  to  weft  the  world  we  roam. 
And  in  all  climates  are  at  hom^e ; 
With  care  provide  you,  as  we  go. 
With  fun-fhine,  rain,  and  hail,  or  fnow. 
You,  when  it  rains,  like  fools,  believe 
Jove  pilTes  on  you  through  a  fieve; 

An 
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An  idle  tale,  'tis  no  fuch  matter; 

We  only  dip  a  fpunge  in  water; 

Then  fqueeze  it  clofe  between  our  thumbs. 

And  Ihake  it  well,  and  down  it  comes. 

As  you  fhali  to  your  forrovv  know. 

We  '11  watch  your  Heps  where'er  you  go ; 

And,  fince  we  find  you  walk  a-foot. 

We  '11  foundly  fouce  your  frize-furtout. 

'Tis  but  by  our  peculiar  grace. 
That  Phoebus  ever  fhows  his  face : 
For,  when  we  pleafe,  we  open  wide 
Our  curtains  blue  from  fide  to  fide  : 
And  then  how  faucily  he  fhows 
His  brazen  face  and  fiery  nofe ; 
And  gives  himfelf  a  haughty  air, 
^As  if  he  made  the  weather  fair ! 

'Tis  fung,  W-.erever  Ca^lia  treads. 
The  violets  ope  their  purple  heads ; 
The  rofes  blow,  the  cowflip  fprings : 
'Tis  fung;  but  we  know  better  things. 
'Tis  true,  a  woman  on  her  mettle 
Will  often  pifs  upon  a  nettle ; 
But,  though  v/e  own  fhe  makes  it  wetter. 
The  nettle  never  thrives  the  better; 
While  we,  by  foft  prolific  fhowers. 
Can  every  fpring  produce  you  flowers. 

Your  poets,  Chloe's  beauty  heightening. 
Compare  her  radiant  eyes  to  lightning ; 
And  yet  I  hope  'twill  be  allow'd. 
That  lightning  comes  but  from  a  clouds 

But 
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But  gods  like  us  have  too  much  fenfe 
At  poets'  flights  to  take  offence : 
Nor  can  hyperboles  demean  us ; 
Each  drab  has  been  compar'd  to  Venus. 

We  own  your  verfes  are  melodious; 
But  fuch  comparifons  are  odious. 


A  VINDICATION  OF  THE   LIBEL: 

O  R, 

A  New  Ballad,  written  by  a  Shoe-boy,  on  an 
Attorney  who  was  formerly  a  Shoe-boy. 

*'   Qui  color  ater  crat,  r.unc  eft  contraries  atro."" 

WITH  Tmging  of  ballads,  and  crying  of  news. 
With  whitening  of  buckles,  and  blacking  "of 
fhues. 
Did  Hartley*  fct  out,  both  ihoelefs  and  fiiirtlefs. 
And  moneylefs  too,  but  not  very  dirtlefs ; 
Two  pence  he  had  gotten  by  begging,  that  's  all; 
One  bought  him  a  bmjh,  and  one  a  black  ball\ 
For  clouts  at  a  lofs  he  could  not  be  much, 
The  cloaths  on  his  back  as  being  but  fuch ; 
Thus  vamp'd  and  accoutred,  with  clouts,  ball,  and  brujh.y 
He  gallantly  ventur'd  his  fortune  to  pufn : 
Vefpaiian  thus,  being  be/patter'' d  nAjith  dirty 
IFas  omened  lo  bs  Rome^s  emperor  for  V. 


*  See  ihe  next  poem. 


But 
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But  as  a  wife  fidler  is  noted,  you  know. 
To  have  a  good  couple  of  firings  to  one  bow; 
So  Hartley  judicioully  thought  it  too  little. 
To  liva  by  the  fweat  of  his  hands  and  his  fpittle : 
He  finds  out  another  profeffion  as  fit. 
And  ftraight  he  becomes  a  retailer  of  wit. 
One  day  he  cried—"  Murders,and  fongs,and  great  news  I  ** 
Another  as  loud'y — "  Here  blacken  your  ihoes  1'* 
At  Domvile's*  fall  ofien  he  fed  upon  bits, 
For  winding  of  jacks  up,  and  turning  of  fpits ; 
Lick'd  all  the  plates  round,  had  many  a  grubbing. 
And  now  and  then  got  from  the  cook-maid  a  drubbing : 
Such  ballings  effe^^  upon  him  could  have  none; 
The  dog  will  be  patient,  that  's  ilruck  with  a  bone. 
Sir  Thomas,  obferving  this  Hartley  withal 
So  expert  and  fo  aftive  at  brujhes  and  bally 
Was  mov'd  v/ith  compafTion,  and  thought  it  a  pity 
A  youth  fhould  be  loft,  that  had  been  fo  witty : 
Without  more  ado,  he  vamps  up  my  fpark. 
And  now  v/e  '11  fuppofe  him  an  eminent  cleric; 
Suppofe  him  an  adept  in  all  the  degrees 
Of  fcribbling  cum  dajhoj  and  hooking  of  fees ; 
Suppofe  him  a  mifer,  attorney  per  bill ; 
Suppofe  him  a  courtier — fuppofe  what  you  will- 
Yet  would  you  believe,  though  I  fwore  by  the  Bible, 
That  he  took  up  two  ne^ws-boys  for  crying  the  libelf 

*  Sir  T.  Domvile,  patentee  of  the  Hanaper-offiec.     N. 

JV  FRIENDLY 
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A    FRIENDLY    APOLOGY 

FOR   A   CERFAIN  JUSTICE   OF  PEACE, 

By  Way  ofDefence  of  Hartley  Hutchinson,  Efq. 

*'  But  he  by  bawling  news  about, 

*'  And  aptly  ufing  brudi  and  clout, 

*'  A  juflice  of  the  peace  became, 

**  To  punifli  rogues  who  do  the  fame.'*  Hud. 

By  JAxMES  BLACK- WELL,  Operator  for  the  Feet. 

I  SING  the  man  of  courage  try'd, 
O'er-run  with  ignorance  and  pride. 
Who  boldly  hunted  out  difgrace 
With  caaker'd  mind  and  hideous  face ; 
The  firfl  who  made  (let  none  deny  it) 
The  libel- vending  rogues  be  quiet. 

The  fad  was  glorious,  we  muil  own. 
For  Hartley  was  before  unknown, 
Contemn'd  I  mean ; — for  who  would  chufc 
So  vile  a  fubjeft  for  the  Mufe? 

'Twas  once  the  nobleil  of  his  wilhes 
To  fill  his  paunch  with  fcraps  from  difhes. 
For  v/hich  he  'd  parch  before  the  grate. 
Or  wind  the  Jack's  ilovv-rifmg  weight 
(Such  toils  as  beft  his  talents  fit). 
Or  polifh  /^oes,  or  turn  the  //>ii  : 
But,  unexpet^ledly  grown  rich  in 
'S'4uire  Domvile's  family  and  kitchen. 
He  pants  to  eternize  his  name. 
And  takes  the  dirty  road  to  fame ; 

Believes 
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Believes  that  perfecuting  wit 
V/ill  prove  the  fureft  way  to  it ; 
So,  with  a  Colonel*  at  his  back. 
The  Libel  feels  his  firfl  attack; 
He  calls  it  a  feditious  paper. 
Writ  by  another  Patriot  Drapier; 
Then  raves  and  blunders  nonfenfe  thicker 
Than  aldermen  o'ercharg'd  with  liquor ; 
And  all  this  with  defign,  no  doubt. 
To  hear  his  praifes  havvk'd  about ; 
To  fend  his  name  through  every  lireet. 
Which  eril  he  roam'd  with  dirty  feet; 
Well  pleas'd  to  live  to  future  times. 
Though  but  in  keen  fatiric  rhymes. 
[         So  Ajax,  who,  for  aught  we  know. 
Was  jufiice  many  years  ago. 
And  minding  then  no  earthly  things. 
But  killing  Hbelers  of  kings ; 
Or,  if  he  wanted  work  to  do. 
To  run  a  bawling  news-boy  through; 
Yet  he,  when  wrapped  up  in  a  cloud. 
Entreated  Father  Jove  aloud. 
Only  in  light  to  fhow  his  face. 
Though  it  might  tend  to  his  difgrace. 

And  fo  th'  Ephefian  villain  fir'd 
The  temple  which  the  world  admir'd. 
Contemning  death,  defpifmg  fhame. 
To  gain  an  ever-odious  name. 

*  Colonel  Ker,  a  mere  Scotchman,  Lieutenant-Calonel  t« 
Lord  Harrington's  regiment  of  dragoons,  who  made  a  news-boy 
evidence  againft  the  printer.     Irish  Ed. 

DR. 
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DR.     SHERIDAN'S     BALLAD 
ON     BALLYSPELLIN*. 

AL  L  you  that  would  refine  your  blood. 
As  pure  as  fam'd  Llewellyn, 
By  waters  .clear,  come  every  year. 
To  drink  at  Ballyfpellin. 

Though  pox  or  itch  your  fkins  enrich 

With  rubies  pall  the  telling, 
'Twill  clear  your  fkin  before  you  've  been 

A  month  at  Ballyfpellin. 

If  lady's  cheek  be  green  as  leek 

When  fhe  comes  from  her  dwelling, 

The  kindling  rofe  within  it  glows 
When  fhe  '$  at  Ballyfpellin. 

The  footy  brown,  who  comes  from  town. 

Grows  here  as  fair  as  Helen ; 
Then  back  fhe;  goes,  to  kill  the  beaux 

By  dint  of  Ballyfpellin. 

Our  ladies  are  as  frefh  and  fair 

As  Rofe,  or  bright  Dunkelling; 
And  Mars  might  make  a  fair  miftak«. 

Were  he  at  Ballyfpellin. 

*  A    famous  fpa    in    the  county  of  Kilkenny,    where    the 
E«dor  had  been  to  drink  the  waters  with  a  favourite  Lady.  N. 
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We  men  fubmit  as  they  think  fit. 

And  here  is  no  rebelling : 
The  reafon  's  plain ;  the  ladies  reign. 

They  're  queens  at  Ballyfpellin. 

Ey  matchlefs  charms,  unconquer'd  arms. 

They  have  the  way  of  quelling 
Such  defperate  foes  as  dare  oppofe 

Their  power  at  Ballyrpeilin. 

Cold  water  turns  to  fire,  and  burns, 

I  know,  becaufe  I  fell  in 
A  ftream  which  came  from  one  bright  dame 

Who  drank  at  Ballylpellin. 

Fine  beaux  advance,  equipt  for  dance. 

To  bring  their  Anne  or  Nell  in 
With  fo  much  grace,  I  'm  fure  no  place 

•Can  vie  with  Ballyfpellin. 

No  politicks,  no  fubtle  tricks. 

No  man  his  country  felling : 
We  eat,  we  drink ;  we  never  tiiink 

Of  thefe  at  Ballyfpellin. 

The  troubled  mind,  the  puff 'd  with  wind. 

Do  all  come  here  pell-mell  in; 
And  they  are  fure  to  work  their  cure 

By  drinking  Ballrfpellin. 

Though  dropfy  fills  you  to  the  gills. 

From  chin  to  toe  though  fwelling; 
Pour  in,  pour  out,  you  cannot  doubt 

A  cure  at  Ballyrpeilin. 
Vol.  XLIV.  G  Death 
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Death  throws  bo  darts  through  all  thefe  part*. 

No  fextons  here  are  knelling : 
Come,  judge :^.nd  try,  you  '11  never  die. 

Bat  /I've  at  Ballyfpellin; 

Except  you  feel  darts  tipt  with  fteel. 

Which  here  are  every  belle  in : 
When  from  their  eyes  fweet  ruin  flies. 

We  die  at  Ballyfpellin. 

Good  cheer,  fweet  air,  much  joy,  no  care. 
Your  fight,  your  tafte,  your  fmelling. 

Your  ears,  your  touch,  tranfported  much 
Each  day  at  Ballyfpellin. 

Within  this-  ground  we  all  fleep  found. 

No  noify  dogs  a-yelling ; 
Except  you  wake,  for  CaeHa's  fake. 

All  night  at  Ballyfpellin. 

There  all  you  fee,  both  he  and  fhc. 

No  lady  keeps  her  cell  in ; 
But  all  partake  the  mirth  we  make. 

Who  drink  at  Ballyfpellin. 

My  rhymes  are  gone ;  I  think  I  ^ve  none, 

Unlefs  I  fhould  bring  hell  in ; 
But,  fmce  I  'm  here  to  heaven  fo  near, 

I  can't  at  Ballyfpellin  I 
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ANSWER. 
BY      D  R.     S  W  I  F  T.  » 

DARE  you  difpute,  you  faucy  brute. 
And  think  there  's  no  refeliing 
Your  fcurvy  lays,  and  fenfelefs  praife 
You.  give  to  Ballyfpellin  ? 

Howe'er  you  bounce,  I  here  pronounce. 

Your  medicine  is  repelling ; 
Your  water  's  mud,  and  fours  the  blood. 

When  drunk  at  Ballyfpellin. 

Thofe  pocky  drabs^  to  cure  their  fcabs. 

You  thither  are  compelling. 
Will  back  be  fent,  vvorfe  than  they  went,  » 

From  nafty  Ballyfpellin. 

Llewellyn  why?  As  well  may  I 

Name  honeft  do6lor  Pellin ; 
So  hard  fometimes  you-  tug  for  rhymes.. 

To  bring  in  Ballyfpellin. 

No  fubjeft  fit  to  try  your  wit. 

When  you  went  colonelling. 
But  dull  intrigues  'twixt  jades  and  teagues 

That  met  at  Ballyfpellin. 

♦  Thk  anfwer  was  icfented  by  Dr.  Sheridan,  as  an  affront  on 
iimfclf  and  the  lady  he  attended  to  the  i"[u.     N. 

G  2  Our 
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Our  laffes  fair,  fay  what  you  dare. 
Who  fowing  make  with  (helling. 

At  Market-hill  more  beaux  can  kill. 
Than  yours  at  Bally fpcUin. 

Would  I  was  whipt,  when  Sheelah  ftript 

To  wafli  herfelf  our  well  in  ; 
A  bum  fo  white  ne'er  came  in  fight. 

At  paltry  Ballyfpellin. 

Your  mawkins  there  fmocks  hempen  wear. 

Of  Holland  not  an  ell  in ; 
No,  not  a  rag,  whate'er  you  brag. 

Is  found  at  Ballyfpellin. 

But  Tom  will  prate  at  any  rate. 

All  other  nymphs  expelling ; 
Becaufe  he  gets  a  few  grifettes 

At  loufy  Ballyfpellin. 

There  's  bonny  Jane,  in  yonder  lane, 

Juft  o'er  againft  The  Bell-inn; 
Where  can  you  meet  a  lafs  fo  fweet, 
*  Round  all  your  Ballyfpellin  ? 

We  have  a  girl  deferves  an  earl; 

She  came  from  Ennifkillin : 
So  fair,  fo  young,  no  fuch  among 

The  belies  at  BallyfpelHn. 

How  would  you  Hare  to  fee  her  there. 

The  foggy  mill  difpelling. 
That  clouds  the  brows  of  every  blowfe 

Who  lives  at  Baiiyfpellin ! 


Now 
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Now  as  I  live,  I  would  not  give 

A  fliver  for  a  fkellin. 
To  towfe  and  kifs  the  fair  eft  mifs 

That  leaks  at  Bally fpellin. 

Whoe'er  will  raife  fuch  lies  as  thefe  ' 

Deferves  a  good  cudgelling; 
Who  falfely  boafts  of  belles  and  toails. 

At  dirty  Ballyfpellin. 

My  rhymes  are  gone,  to  all  but  one. 

Which  is,  our  trees  are  felling ; 
As  proper  quite  as  thofe  you  write. 

To  force  in  Ballyfpellin. 

HORACE,  PART  OF  BOOK  I.  SAT.  VL 
PARAPHRASED. 

F  noify  Tom*  fhould  In  the  fenate  prate, 
"  That  he  would  anfwer  both  for  church  and  flate ; 
**  And,  further  to  demonftrate  his  afFeftion, 
**  Would  take  the  kingdom  into  his  protedion;" 
All  mortals  muft  be  curious  to  inquire. 
Who  could  this  coxcomb  be,  and  who  his  fire  : 
*'  What!  thou,  the  fpawn  of  himf  who  fnam'd  curifle, 
"  That  traitor,  afTaffin,  informer  vile! 

•  Sir  Thomas  PrendergaH:.      Irish  Ed. 

-f-  The  father   of  Sir  Thomas  J' ,   who  ergnjed  in   a  plot 

to  murder  king  William  III  j  bi»r,  to  avoid  being  hanged,  turned 
informer  againll  his  afTociates,  for  which  he  was  rewarded  with  a 
good  cftate,  and  made  a  barnnec.     Ibid. 

G  3  *'  Though 
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'*  Though  by  the  female  fide*  you  proudly  bring, 
"  To  mend  your  breed,  the  murderer  of  a  king; 
**  What  was  thy  grandfiref  but  a  mountaineer, 
•*  Who  held  a  cabin  for  ten  groats  a  year; 
"  Whofe  mafter  Mooret  preferv'd  him  from  the  halter, 
*'  For  ftealing  cows ;  nor  could  he  read  the  Pfalter ! 
"  Durft  thou,  ungrateful,  from  the  fenate  chace 
**  Thy  founder's  grandfon§,  and  ufcrp  his  place? 
"  Juft  heaven  1  to  fee  the  dunghill  baftard  brood 
**  Survive  in  thee,  and  make  the  proverb  good  [J ! 
**  Then  vote  a  worthy  citizen**  to  jail, 
**  In  fpite  of  juftice,  and  refufe  his  bail !" 

*  Cadogan's  family.     Irish  Ed. 

■\  A  poor  thieving  cottager,  under  Mr.  Moor?,  condemned  at 
Clonmell  affizes  to  be  hanged  for  ftealing  cows.     Ibid. 

"^  The  grandfather  of  Guy  Moore,  efq.  who  procured  him  a 
pardon.     Ibid. 

^  Guy  Moore  was  fairly  elefted  member  of  parliament  for 
Cionmell}  but  Sir  Thomas,  depending  upon  his  intereft  with  a 
certain  party  then  prevailing,  an<l  fince  known  by  the  title  of 
Parfon-hunters,  petitioned  the  houfe  againft  him;  out  of  which 
he  was  turned,  upon  pretence  of  bribery,  which  the  paying  of  his 
lawful  debts  was  then  voted  to  be.     Ibid. 

IJ  *'  Save  3  thief  from  ths  gallovvs,  and  he  will  cut  your 
**   throat."     Ibid. 

**  Mr.  Gtorge  Faulkner.  Sec  the  veifes  in  the  following 
page.     N. 


On 
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On  a  PRINTER'S  being  Tent  to  Newcat.i* 

BETTER  we  all  were  in  our  graves 
Than  live  in  flaver)'  to  flaves, 
Worfe  than  the  anarchy  at  fea. 
Where  nihes  on  each  other  prey; 
Where  every  trout  can  make  as  high  rant^ 
G'er  his  inferiors  as  our  tyrants. 
And  {wagger  while  the  coaft  is  clear: 
But,  fhould  a  lordly  pike  appear. 
Away  you  fee  the  varlet  feud, 
Gr  hide  his  coward  fnout  in  mud. 
Thus,  if  a  gudgeon  meet  a  roach. 
He  dare  not  venture  to  approach; 
Yet  ftill  has  imoudence  to  rife. 
And,  like  Domitian,  leap  at  flies. 

THE  DAY  OF  JUDGEMENT.* 

*T  "T  T ITH  a  whirl  of  thought  opprefs'd, 

V  V      I  funk  from  reverie  to  reft. 
An  horrid  vifion  feiz'd  my  head, 
I  faw  the  graves  give  up  their  dead ! 
Jove,  arm'd  mith  terrors,  burft  the  fKies, 
.  And  thunder  roars,  and  lightning  flies  I 
Amaz'd,  confas'd,  its  fate  unknown. 
The  world  ft-ands  trembling  at  his  throne! 

*  That   this  poem   is  the    genuine   production  of  the  Dean,  , 
Lord    Chefterfield   bears  ample   teltimony    in   his  Letter  to   M. 
YoluJre,  Aug.  27,  1752.     N. 

G  A  While, 
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Willie  each  pale  fmner  hung  his  head, 

Jove,  nodding,  Ihook  the  heavens,  and  faid : 

"  Offending  race  of  human-kind, 

"  By  nature,  reafon,  /earning,  blind; 

**  You  who,  through  frailty,  ftepp'd  afide; 

"  And  you  who  never  fell,  through  pride; 

*'  You  who  in  different  feds  were  fhamm'd, 

"  And  come  to  fee  each  otlier  damn'd 

"  (So  fome  folk  told  you,  but  they  knew 

**  No  more  of  Jove's  defigns  than  you) ; 

*'  — The  world's  mad  bufinefs  now  is  o'er, 

**  And  I  refent  thefe  pranks  no  more. 

"  — I  to  fuch  blockheads  fet  my  wit ! 

"  I  damn  fuch  fools!— Go,  go,  you  're  ^//.'* 


VERSES   SENT  TO   THE  DEAN 

ON     HIS     BIRTH- DAY, 

WITH   PINE'S    HORACE,    FINELY    BOUND. 

BY    DR.    J.     S  I  C  A  N.  * 

— [Horace  fpealdng] 

YOU  'VE  read.  Sir,  in  poetic  ftrain. 
How  Varus  and  the  Mantuan  fwainr 
Have  on  my  birth-day  been  invited 
(But  I  v/as  forc'd  in  verfe  to  write  it) 

*  This  Ingenious  young  gentleiTjan  was  ujifortuiwte'y  mur- 
dered i:i  luly.     N. 

Upon 
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Upon  a  plain  repall  to  dine. 

And  tafte  my  old  Campanian  wine; 

But  I,  who  all  punctilios  liate. 

Though  long  familiar  with  the  great. 

Nor  glory  in  my  reputation. 

Am  come  without  an  invitation; 

And,  though  I  'm  us'd  to  right  Falernian, 

I  '11  deign  for  once  to  tafle  lernian; 

But  fearing  that  you  might  difpute 

(Had  I  put  on  my  common  fuit) 

My  breeding  and  my  pdltejfe, 

I  vifit  in  a  birth-day  drefs ; 

My  coat  of  pureft  Turkey  red. 

With  gold  embroidery  richly  fpread ; 

To  which  I  've  fare  as  good  pretenfions 

As  Irifh  lords  who  ftarve  on  penfions. 

What  though  proud  minifters  of  Hate 

Did  at  your  anti- chamber  wait; 

What  though  your  Oxfords  and  your  St.  Johns 

Have  at  your  levee  paid  attendance; 

And  Peterborough  and  great  Ormond, 

With  many  chiefs  who  now  are  dormant. 

Have  laid  afide  the  general's  llalF 

And  public  cares,  with  you  to  laugh ; 

Yet  I  fome  friends  as  good  can  name. 

Nor  lefs  the  darling  fons  of  Fame ; 

For  fure  my  Pollio  and  Maecenas 

Were  as  good  flatefmen,  Mr.  Dean,  as 

Either  your  Bolingbroke  or  Harley, 

Though  they  made  Lewis  beg  a  parley  ; 

Ana 
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And  as  for  Mordaunt,  your  lov'd  hero, 

I  '11  match  him  with  my  Drufus  Nero. 

You  '11  boa  ft,  perhaps,  your  favourite  Pope;  ■ 

But  Virgil  is  as  good,  I  hope. 

I  own  indeed  I  can't  get  any 

To  equal  Helftiam  and  Delany ; 

Since  Athens  brought  forth  Socrates, . 

A  Grecian  ills  Hippocrates ; 

Since  TuUy  liv'd  before  rriy  time. 

And  Galen  blefs'd  another  clime. 

You  '11  plead  perhaps,  at  my  requeft. 
To  be  admitted  as  a  gueft, 
•*  Your  hearing  's  bad  1" — But  why  fuch  fears? 
I  fpeak  to  eyes,  and  not  to  ears ; 
And  for  that  reafon  wifely  took 
The  form  you  fee  me  in,  a  book. 
Attack'd  by  flow-devouring  moths. 
By  rage  of  barbarous  Hurs  and  Goths ; 
ByBentley's  notes,  my  deadliefb  foes. 
By  Creech's  rhymes  and  Dunfter's  profe; 
I  found  my  boafted  wit  and  fire 
In  their  rude  hands  aimoft  expire : 
Yet  ftill  they  but  in  vain  aiTail'd ; 
For,  had  their  violence  prevail'd. 
And  in  a  blaft  defcroy'd  my  fame. 
They  would  have  partly  mifs'd  their  aimi 
Since  all  my  fpirit  in  thy  page 
Defies  the  Vandals  of  this  age. 
'Tis  yours  to  fave  thefe  fmall  remains 
From  future  pedants'  muddy  brains^ 

And 
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And  fix  my  long-uncertain  fate. 

You  beft  know  how — which  way? — Translate. 

ON         PSYCHE.* 

AT  two  afternoon  for  our  Pfyche  inquire. 
Her  tea-kettle 's  on,  and  her  fmock  at  the  fire: 
So  loitering,  fo  a6live;  fo  bufy,  fo  idle; 
Which  hath  fiie  moft  need  of,  a  fpur  or  a  bridle  ? 
Thus  a  greyhound  out-runs  the  whole  pack  in  a.race^. 
Yet  would  rather  be  hang'd  than  he  'd  leave  a  warm  place. 
She  gives  you  fuch  plenty,  it  puts  you  in  pain; 
But  ever  with  prudence  takes  care  of  the  main. 
To  pleafe  you,  ihe  knows  how  to  choofe  a  nice  bit ; 
For  her  taile  is  almoft  as  refin'd  as  her  wit. 
To  oblige  a  good  friend,  fhe  will  trace  every  market. 
It  would  do  your  heart  good,  to  fee  how  flie  will  cark  it. 
Yet  beware  of  her  arts ;  for,  it  plainly  appears. 
She  faves  half  her  visuals  by  feeding  your  ears. 

THE    DEAN    AND    DUKE.     1734. 

JAMES  BRYDGES  and  the  Dean  had  long  been 
friends ; 
James  is  beduk'd ;  of  courfe  their  friendfliip  ends : 
But  fure  the  Dean  deferves  a  fharp  rebuke. 
From  knowing  James,  to  boaft  he  knows  the  Duke. 
Yet,  fmce  jufl  Heaven  the  Duke's  ambition  mocks. 
Since  all  he  got  by  fraud  is  loll  by  Hocks, 

*  Mrs.  Sican,  a  very  ingeniotis  well-bred  lady,   mother  to  the 
■uthor  of  the  preceding  poem.     N. 

His 


92  S  WIFT'S     POEM  S. 

His  wings  are  clipp'd :  he  tries  no  more  in  vain 

With  bands  of  fiddlers  to  extend  his  train. 

Since  he  no  more  can  build,  and  plant,  and  revel. 

The  Duke  and  Dean  feem  near  upon  a  level. 

Oh !  wert  thou  not  a  Duke,  my  good  Duke  Flumphr/;, 

From  bailiff's  claws  thou  fcarcc  couldft  keep  thy  bum, 

free. 
A  Duke  to  know  a  Dean !  go,  fmooth  thy  crown : 
Thy  brother  (far  thy  betters)  wore  a  gown. 
Well,  but  a  Duke  thou  art;  fo  pleas'd  the  King : 
Oh!  would  his  Majefly  but  add  a  Uring  ! 

O  N 

DR.  RUNDLE,    BISHOP    OF    DERRY.* 

MAKE  Rundle  biHiop  !  he  for  fhame ! 
An  Arian  to  ufurp  the  name ! 
A  biftiop  in  the  ifle  of  Saints ! 
How  will  his  brethren  make  complaints  \ 
Dare  any  of  the  mitred  hofl 
Confer  on  him  the  Holy  GhoU ; 
In  mother-church  to  breed  a  variance. 
By  coupling  Orthodox  with  Arians  ? 

Yet,  vs'ere  he  Heathen,  Turk,  or  JeW;^ 
What  is  there  in  it  ftrange  or  new  ? 
For,  let  us  hear  the  weak  prc-tsnce 
His  brethren  find  to  take  cfrence ; 
Of  whom  there  are  but  four  at  moH, 
Who  know  there  is  an  Kcly  Ghoil : 

♦  Promoted  to  that  fee  In  February,  1734-5.     N* 

The 
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The  reft,  who  boaft  they  have  conferr'd  it. 
Like  Paul's  Ephelians,  never  heard  it; 
And,  when  they  gave  it,  well  'tis  known. 
They  gave  what  never  was  their  own. 

Rundle  a  bilhop  !  well  he  may ; 
He  's  ftill  a  Chrillian  more  than  they. 

We  know  the  fubjed  of  their  quarrels; 
The  man  has  learning,  fenfe,  and  morals. 

There  is  a  reafon  ilill  more  weighty; 
'Tis  granted  he  believes  a  Deity  ; 
Has  every  circumftance  to  pleafe  us. 
Though  fools  may  doubt  his  faith  in  Jefus. 
But  why  fhould  he  with  that  be  loaded, 
l^'Iow  twenty  years  from  court  exploded? 
And  is  not  this  objection  cdd 
From  rogues  who  ne'er  believ'd  a  God  t 
For  liberty  a  champion  Ilout, 
Though  not  fo  gofpel-ward  devout ; 
While  others,  hither  fent  to  fave  us. 
Came  but  to  plunder  and  enflave  us ; 
Nor  ever  own'd  a  power  divine. 
But  Mamm.on  and  the  German  line. 

Say,  how  did  Rundle  undermine  'em? 
Who  ihew'd  a  better 7-;^^  diuinum  ? 
From  ancient  canons  would  not  vary. 
But  thrice  refus'd  epifcopari. 

Our  bifhop's  predeceffbr.  Magus, 
Would  offer  all  the  fands  of  Tagus, 
Or  fell  his  children,  houfe,  and  lands. 
For  that  one  gift,  to  lay-on  hands : 

But 
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But  all  bis  gold  could  not  avail 

To  have  dke  Spirit  fet  to  fale. 

Said  furly  Peter,  "  Magus,  pr'ythee, 

'"  Be  gone :  thy  money  perifh  with  thee/^ 

Were  Peter  now  alive,  perhaps 

He  might  have  found  a  fcore  of  chaps. 

Could  he  -but  make  bis  gift  appear 

In  rents  three  thoufand  pounds  a  year. 

Some  fancy  this  promotion  odd. 
As  not  the  handy-work  of  God ; 
Though  e'en  the  bifbops  difappointed 
Muft  own  it  made  by  God's  anointed. 
And,  well  we  know,  the  con^e  regal 
Is  more  fecure  as  well  as  legal ; 
Becaufe  our  lawyers  all  agree. 
That  bilhopricks  are  held  in  fee. 

Dear  Baldwin  chafte,  and  witty  CrofTc, 
How  forely  I  lament  your  lofs  1 
That  fuch  a  pair  of  wealthy  ninnies 
Should  flip  your  time  of  dropping  guineas ; 
For,  had  you  made  the  king  your  debtor. 
Your  title  had  been  fo  much  better. 

EPIGRAM. 

FRIEND  Rundle  fell,  with  gi  ievous  bump. 
Upon  his  reverential  rump. 
Poor  rump !  thou  hadft  been  better  fped, 
Hadft  thou  been  join'd  to  Boulter's  head: 
A  head,  fo  weighty  and  profound. 
Would  needs  have  kept  thee  from  the  ground. 

A  CHA- 
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A  CHARACTER,  PANEGYRICK,  anJDESCRIP- 
TION  of  the  LEGION-CLUB.     1736. 

AS  I  ftroll  the  city,  oft'  I 
See  a  building  large  and  lofty. 

Not  a  bow-fhot  from  the  college ; 

Half  the  globe  from  fenfe  and  knowledge : 

By  the  prudent  architedl,  5 

"  Plac'd  againft  the  church  direfl. 

Making  good  my  grand-dame's  jefi:, 

*'  Near  the  church" — you  know  the  reft. 

Tell  us,  what  the  pile  contains? 
.  Many  a  head  that  holds  no  brains.  !• 

Thefe  demoniacks  let  me  dub 

With  the  name  of  Legion-club. 

Such  afTemblies,  -you  might  fwear. 

Meet  when  butchers  bait  a  bear ; 

Such  a  noife,  and  fuch  haranguing,  -I  j 

'When  a  brother  thief  is  hanging  : 

Such  a  rout  and. fuch  a  rabble 

Run  to  hear  Jack-pudden  gabble; 

Such  a  crowd  their  ordure  throws 

On  a  far  lefs  villain's  nofe.  19 

Could  I  from  the  building's  top 

Hear  the  rattling  thunder  drop. 

While  the  devil  upon  the  roof 

(If  the  devil  be  thunder-proof) 

Should  with  poker  fiery  red  «j 

Crack  the  Hones,  and  melt  the  lead; 

Drive 
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Drive  them  down  on  every  fcall. 

While  the  den  of  thieves  is  full  ; 

Quite  deftroy  the  harpies'  neft; 

How  might  then  our  ifle  be  blell !  ,  ^O 

For  Divines  allow,  that  God 

Sometimes  makes  the  devil  his  rod; 

And  the  Gofpel  will  inform  us. 

He  can  punifli  iins  enormous. 

Yet  (hould  Swift  endow  the  fchools,  35 

For  his  lunaticks  and  fools. 
With  a  rood  or  tv/o  of  land ; 
I  allow  the  pile  may  fland. 
You  perhaps  will  afk  me.  Why  fo  ? 
But  it  is  with  this  provifo :  ^(i 

Since  the  houfe  is  like  to  lift. 
Let  the  royal  grant  be  pafs'd. 
That  the  club  have  right  to  dwell 
Each  within  his  proper  cell. 

With  a  paflage  left  to  creep  in,  45 

And  a  hole  above  for  peeping. 

Let  them,  when  they  once  get  m^ 
Sell  the  nation  for  a  pin ; 
While  they  fit  a-picking  ftraws. 
Let  them  rave  at  making  laws ;  5» 

While  they  never  hold  their  tongue. 
Let  them  dabble  in  their  dung : 
Let  them  form  a  grand  committee. 
How  to  plague  and  ftarve  the  city ; 
liCt  them  flare,  and  ftorm,  and  frowHs  55 

When  they  fee  a  clergy-gown ; 

Let 
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let  thsm,  ere  they  crack  a  looi^y 

Call  for  th'  orders  of  the  houfe  ; 

Let  them,  with  their  gofllng  quills. 

Scribble  fenfelefs  heads  of  bills.  60 

We  may,  while  they  ilrain  their  threats. 

Wipe  our  a — s  with  their  votes. 

Let  Sir  Tom*,  that  rampant  afs. 
Stuff  his  guts  with  flax  and  grafs; 
But,  before  the  prieft  he  fleeces,  65 

Tear  the  Bible  all  to  pieces : 
At  the  paribns,  Tom,  lialloo,  bey. 
Worthy  offspring  of  a  fhoe-boy. 
Footman,  traitor,  vile  feducer, 
Perjur'd  rebel,  "brib'd  accufer,  70 

Lay  thy  paltry  privilege  afide, 
SpruPxg  from  papifts,  and  a  regicide ; 
Fall  a-working  like  a  mole, 
Raife  the  dirt  about  your  hole. 

Come,  affiit  me,  Mufe  obedient!  7^ 

Let  us  try  fome  new  expedient; 
>hift  the  fcene  for  half  an  hour. 
Lime  and  place  are  in  thy  power. 
Tliither,  gentle  Ivlufe,  conduct  me ; 
I  fhall  afk,  and  you  inftrucl  me.  80 

See,  the  Mufe  unbars  the  gate  1 
Hark,  the  monkeys,  how  they  prate  ! 

All  ye  gods  who  rale  the  foul ! 
S:yx,  through  hell  vvhafe  waters  roll  I 

*   A  prIvy-co!inrL-l!or,  mentioned  in  p»  8j.     N» 

VeL.  XLIV.  H  Let 
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Let  me  be  allow'd  to  tell  85 

What  I  heard  in  yonder  hell. 

Near  the  door  an  entrance  gapes. 
Crowded  round  with  antic  Ihapes, 
Poverty,  and  Grief,  and  Care, 
Caufelefs  Joy,  and  true  Defpair;  ^O 

Difcord  periwigg'd  with  fnakes. 
See  the  dreadful  ftrides  Ihe  takes  I 

By  this  odious  crew  befet, 
I  began  to  rage  and  fret. 

And  refolv'd  to  break  their  pates,  95 

Ere  we  enter'd  at  the  gates ; 
Had  not  Clio  in  the  nick" 
Whifper'd  me,  "  Lay  down  your  flick." 
What,  faid  I,  is  this  the  jnad-hmfe? 
Thefe,  fhe  anfwer'd,  are  but  fhadows,  lot 

Phantoms  bodilefs  and  vain. 
Empty  vifions  of  the  brain. 

In  the  porch  Briareus  ftands. 
Shows  a  bribe  in  all  his  hands ; 
Briareus  the  fecretary,  1 05 

But  we  mortals  call  him  Carey. 
When  the  rogues  their  country  fleece. 
They  may  hope  for  pence  a-piece. 

Clio,  who  had  been  fo  wife 
To  put-on  a  fool's  difguife,  1 10 

To  befpeak  fome  approbation. 
And  be  thought  a  near  relation. 
When  Ihe  faw  three  hundred  brutes 
All  involv'd  in  wild  difputes. 

Roaring 
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Roaring  till  theix-  lungs  were  fpent,  1 1 5 

Privilege  of  Parliament, 

Now  a  new  misfortune  feels. 

Dreading  to  be  laid  by  th'  heels. 

Never  durft  a  Mufe  before 

Enter  that  infernal  door ;  1 20 

Clio,  ftifled  with  the  fmell. 

Into  fpleen  and  vapours  fell. 

By  the  Stygian  fleams  that  flew 

From  the  dire  infedlious  crew. 

Not  the  flench  of  Lake  Avermis  125 

Could  have  more  offended  her  nofc ; 

Had  fhe  flown  but  o'er  the  top. 

She  had  felt  her  pinions  drop. 

And  by  exhalations  dire. 

Though  a  goddefs,  mull  expire.  130 

In  a  fright  fhe  crept  away; 

Bravely  I  refolv'd  to  flay. 

When  I  faw  the  keeper  frown. 
Tipping  him  with  half  a  crown, 
Now,  faid  I,  we  are  alone,  135 

Name  your  heroes  one  by  one. 

Who  is  that  hell-featur'd  brawler  I 
Is  it  Satan  ?  No,  'tis  Waller. 
In  what  figure  can  a  bard  drefs 
Jack  the  grandfon  of  Sir  Hardrefs?  £40 

Honefl  keeper,  drive  him  further. 
In  his  looks  are  hell  and  murlher; 
See  the  fcowling  vifage  drop, 
jufl  as  when  he  murder'd  T — p. 

H  z  Keeper, 
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Ke:epcr,  (liovv  me  where  to  fix  J4^ 

On  the  puppy  pair  of  Dicks ; 

By  their  lantern  jaws  and  leathern. 

You  might  fvvear  they  both  are  brethren : 

Dick  Fitz-Baker,  Dick  the  player. 

Old  acquaintance,  are  you  there?  1 50 

Dear  companions,  hug  and  kifs, 

7'oait  Old  Glorious  in  your  pifs : 

Tie  them,  keeper,  in  a  tether. 

Let  them  ilarve  and  llink  together; 

JBdth  are  apt  to  be  unruly,  :jre 

Lafn  them  daily,  lafli  them  duly; 

Though  'tis  hopelefs  to  reclaim  them. 

Scorpion  rods  perhaps  may  tame  them. 

Keeper,  yon  old  dotard  fmoalc. 
Sweetly  fnoring  in  his  cloak :  1 60 

Who  is  he  ?  'Tis  humdrum  Wynne, 
Half  encompafs'd  by  his  kin: 
There  obferve  the  tribe  of  Bingham, 
For  he  never  fails  to  bring  'em  ; 
While  he  fleeps  the  whole  debate,  165 

They  fubmilTive  round  him  wait ; 
Yet  would  gladly  fee  the  hunks 
In  his  grave,  and  fearch  his  trunks. 
See,  they  gently  twitch  his  coat, 
Juft  to  yawn  and  give  his  vote,  -170 

Always  firm  in  his  vocation. 
For  the  court,  againft  the  nation. 

Thofe  are  A — s  Jack  and  Bob, 
Firll  in  every  wicked  job. 

Son 
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Son  and  brother- to  a  queer  ■  1.75 

Bram-fick  brute,  they  call  a  peer.. 

Vie  mufi:  give  them  better  quarter,. 

For  their  anccftor  trod  mortar. 

And  H — th,  to  boall:  his  fame. 

On  a  chimney  cat  his  name.  I  So 

There  fit  Clements,  D — ks,  and  Harrifon : 
Flow  they  fvvagger  from  their  garrifon  1 
Such  a  triplet  could  you  tell 
Where  to  find  on  this  fide  hell  ? 
Karrifon,  and  D — ks,  and  Clements,  185, 

Keeper,  fee  they  have  their  payments  ; 
Every  mlfchief  's  in  their  hearts ; 
If  they  fail,  'tis  want  of  parts. 

Elefs  us,  Morgrm!  art  thou  there,  m.an! 
Elefs  mine  eyes  !   art  thou  the  thairman  I  iro 

Chairman  to  your  damn'd  committee.  1 
Yet  I  look  on  thee  with  pity. 
Dreadful  fig'u !  what  1  learned  Morgan 
Metamorphcs'd  to  a  Gorgon  ? 

For  thy  horrid  looks,  1  own,  ic^^ 

Half  convert  me  to  a  ftone. 
Iiait  thou  been  fo  long  at  fchool. 
Now  to  turn  a  faccious  tool  ? 
Alma  Mater  was  thy  mother. 

Every  young  divine  thy  brother.  2C0 

ThoLi,  a  difobedient  varlet. 
Treat  thy  mother  like  a  harlot! 
Thou  ungrateful  to  thy  teachers^ 
Who  arc.  all  grown  reverend  preachers ! 

11  3  Morgjin^, 
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Morgan,  would  it  not  furprife  one !  ^05; 

Turn  thy  nourifhment  to  poifon ! 

When  you  walk  among  your  books. 

They  reproach  you  with  their  looks : 

Bind  them  fall,  or  from  their  (helves 

They  will  come  and  right  themfelves;.  210 

Homer,  Plutarch,  Virgil,  Flaccus, 

All  in  arms  prepare  to  back  us : 

Soon  repent,  or  put  to  flaughter 

Every  Greek  and  Roman  author. 

Will  you,  in  your  fadion's  phrafe,-  2 1  y 

Send  the  clergy  all  to  graze. 

And,  to  make  your  projed  pafs. 

Leave  them  not  a  blade  of  grafs  ? 

How  I  want  thee,  humorous  Hogarthl 
Thou,  I  hear,  a  pleafant  rogue  art.  220 

Were  but  you  and  I  acquainted. 
Every  monfter  Ihould  be  painted  : 
You  ihould  try  your  graving-tooLs 
On  this  odious  groupe  of  fools ; 
Draw  the  beafts  as  I  defcribe  them  225 

From  their  features,  while  I  gibe  them; 
Draw  them  like ;  for  I  allure  you. 
You  will  need  no  car'catura ; 
Draw  them  fo,  that  we  may  trace 
All  the  foul  in  every  face.  230 

Keeper,  I  mull  not  retire. 
You  have  done  what  I  defire : 
But  I  feel  my  fpirits  fpent 
With  the  noife,  the  fight,  the  fcent^ 

«  Pray 
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"  Pray  be  patient;  you  Ihall  find  235. 

"  Half  the  bell  are  IHll  behind : 

"  You  have  hardly  feen  a  fcore ; 

**  I  can  Ihow  two  hundred  more.'* 

Keeper,  I  have  feen  enough. — 

Taking  then  a  pinch  of  fnulF,  t^a 

I  concluded,  looking  round  them, 

**  May  their  god,  the  devil,  confound  them!'* 


AN    APOLOGY,     Sec. 

A  LADY,  wife  as  well  as  fair, 
Whofe  confcience  always  was  her  care^,. 
Thoughtful  upon  a  point  of  moment. 
Would  have  the  text  as  well  as  comment : 
So  hearing  of  a  grave  Divine, 
She  fent  to  bid  him  come  and  dine. 
But,  you  muft  know,  he  was  not  quite 
So  grave  as  to  be  unpolite ; 
Thought  human  learning  would  not  lefien- 
The  dignity  of  his  profelfion  : 
And,  if  you  'd  heard  the  man  difcourfe. 
Or  preach,  you  'd  like  him  fcarce  the  worfe- 
He  long  had  bid  the  court  farewell. 
Retreating  filent  to  his  cell; 
Sufpeded  for  the  love  he  bore 
To  one  who  fway'd  fome  time  before ; 
Which  made  it  more  furprifmg  how 
He  fhould  be  fent  for  thither  now, 

H4  Th«^ 
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The  mefiage  tcld,  he  gapes,  and  flares. 
And  fcarce  believes  his  eyes  or  cars : 
Could  not  conceive  what  it  fhould  mean, 
And  fain  would  hear  it  told  again. 
Bat  then  tlie  'fquire  (o  trim  and  nice, 
'Twere  rude  to  make  him  tell  it  twice  : 
So  bow'd,  v/as  thankful  for  the  honour  ^ 
And  would  not  fail  to  wait  upon  her. 
His  beaver  brufh'd,  his  ihoes,  and  gown. 
Away  he  trudges  into  town ; 
PafTes  the  lower  caille-yard; 
And  now  advancing  to  the  guard. 
He  trembles  at  the  thoughts  of  ftate; 
For,  confcious  of  his  fneepifh  g.iit. 
His  fpirits  of  a  fudden  fail'd  him ; 
He  llopt,  and  could  not  tell  what  ail'd  him. 

What  was  the  mefiage  1  receiv'd  ? 
Why  certainly  the  Captain  rav'd  ! 
To  dine  with  her  1  and  come  at  three  ! 
Impoiiible  !  it  can't  be  me. 
Or  may  "be  I  miHook  the  word  ; 
My  Lady — it  muft  be  my  Lord. 

My  Lord  's  abroad ;  my  Lady  too : 
What'  riiuil  th'  unhappy  Doflor  do  ? 
''  h  Captain  Cracheiods  here,  pray?"—"  No." 
*'  NVv-,  then  'tis  time  for  me  to  go." 
Am  I  awake,  or  do  I  dream? 
1  'm  fure  he  call'd  me  by  my  name ; 
Nam'd  m.e  as  plain  as  he  could  fpeak  ; 
And  yet  there  mull  be  fome  miftake. 

Why 
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Why,  what  a  jefi  fhould  I  have  been. 

Had  now  my  Lady  been  within ! 

What  could  I  Ve  faid  ?  I  'm  mighty  glad 

She  went  abroad — fhe  'd  thought  me  mad. 

The  hour  of  dining  now  is  paft : 

Well  tncn,  I  '11  e'en  go  home  and  fall; 

And,  fmce  I  Tcap'd  being  made  a  fcofF, 

I  tlnnk  1  'm  very  fairly  oiF. 

My  Lady  now  returning  home. 

Calls,  "  Cracherode,  is  the  Dofbor  come?'* 

He  had  not  heard  of  him — "  Pray  fee, 

*'  'Tis  now  a  quarter  after  three." 

The  Captain  walks  about,  and  fearches 

Through  all  the  rooms,  and  courts,  and  arches; 

Examines  all  the  fervants  round, 

]n  vain — no  Dcilor  's  to  be  found. 

My  Lady  could  not  choofe  but  wonder : 

**  Captain,  I  fear  you  've  made  fome  blunder: 

*•  But  pray,  to-morrow  go  at  ten, 

*'  1  '11  try  his  manners  once  again; 

*'^  If  rudsncfs  be  the  ciFcci:  of  knowledge, 

''  Pvly  fon  {hall  never  fee  a  college." 

The  Captain  was  a  man  of  reading. 
And  much  good  fenfe,  as  well  as  breeding. 
Who,  loath  to  blame,  or  to  incenfe. 
Said  little  in  his  own  defence. 
Next  day  another  mefTage  brought : 
The  Dodlor,  frighten'd  at  his  fault. 
Is  drefs'd,  and  ftealing  through  the  crowd. 
Now  pale  as  death,  then  blufn'd  and  bow'd. 

Panting 
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Panting — and  faultering — humm'd  and  ha'd^ 

"  Her  Ladyihip  was  gone  abroad; 

*'  The  Captain  too — he  did  not  know 

"  Whether  he  ought  to  flay  or  go;" 

Begg'd  fhe  'd  forgive  him.     In  conclufion. 

My  Lady,  pitying  his  confufion, 

Call'd  her  good-nature  to  relieve  him ; 

Told  him,  flie  thought  flie  might  believe  him  j; 

And  would  not  only  grant  his  fuit. 

But  vifit  him,  and  eat  fome  fruit; 

Provided,  at  a  proper  time. 

He  told  the  real  truth  in  rhyme. 

'Twas  to  no  purpofe  to  oppofe, 

She  'd  hear  of  no  excufe  in  profe. 

The  Dodlor  ftood  not  to  debate. 

Glad  to  compound  at  any  rate ; 

So,  bowing,  feemingly  comply'd; 

Though,  if  he  durfl,  he  had  deny'd. 

But  firft,  refolv'd  to  fliow  his  taile. 

Was  too  refin'd  to  give  a  feaft : 

He  'd  treat  with  nothing  that  was  rare,. 

But  winding  walks  and  purer  air  ; 

Would  entertain  without  expence. 

Or  pride,  or  vain  magnificence : 

For  well  he  knew,  to  luch  a  guell 

The  plaineft  meals  mull  be  the  beft. 

To  ftomachs  clogg'd  with  coftiy  fare 

Simplicity  alone  is  rare ; 

Whilft  high,  and  nice,  and  curious  meats. 

Are  really  but  vulgar  treats. 

Inllead 
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Inftead  of  fpoils  of  Perfian  looms. 

The  coftly  boafls  of  regal  rooms. 

Thought  it  more  courtly  and  difcreet 

To  fcatter  rofes  at  her  feet; 

Rofes  of  richeft  dye,  that  Ihone 

With  native  luftre,  like  her  own : 

Beauty  that  needs  no  aid  of  art 

Through  every  fenfe  to  reach  the  heart. 

The  gracious  dame,  tliough  well  fhe  knew 

All  this  was  much  beneath  her  due, 

Lik'd  every  thing — at  lead  thought  fit 

To  praife  it  par  maniere  d'' acquit. 

Yet  fhe,  though  feeming  pleas'd,  can't  bear 

The  fcorching  fun,  or  chilling  air; 

Difturb'd  alike  at  both  extremes. 

Whether  he  fhows  or  hides  the  beams : 

Though  feeming  pleas'd  at  all  Ihe  fees. 

Starts  at  the  rufding  of  the  trees ; 

And  fcarce  can  fpeak  for  want  of  breathy 

In  half  a  walk  fatigu'd  to  death. 

The  Dodlor  takes  his  hint  from  hence,. 

T'  apologize  his  late  offence  : 

"  Madam,  the  mighty  power  of  ufe 

*'  Now  frrangely  pleads  in  my  excufe : 

*'  If  you  unus'd  have  fcarcely  ftrength 

"  To  gain  this  walk's  untoward  length  ; 

*'  If,  frighten'd  at  a  fcene  fo  rude, 

*'  Through  long  difufe  of  folitude ; 

•*  If,  long  confin'd  to  fires  and  fcreens, 

«*  You  dread  tlie  waving  of  tliefe  greens  j 
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"  If  you,  who  long  have  breath'd  the  fumes 

"  Of  city-fogs  and  crowded  rooms, 

"  Do  now  folicitoufly  fhun 

"  The  cooler  air  and  dazzling  fun; 

*'  If  his  majeftic  eye  you  flee, 

"  Learn  hence  t*  excufe  and  pity  me. 

"  Confider  what  it  is  to  bear 

"  The  powder'd  courtier's  witty  fneer ; 

*'  To  fee  th'  important  man  of  drcfs 

"  Scofring  my  college-aukwardnefs;' 

"  To  be  the  flrutting  cornet's  fport, 

*'  To  run  the  gauntlet  of  the  court, 

**  Wiilning  my  way  by  flow  approaches, 

"  'I'lirough  crowds*  of  coxcombs  and  of  coaches. 

"  From  the  firti  fierce  cockaded  centry, 

'*  Quite  through  the  tribe  of  waiting-gentry; 

*'  To  paft  fo  many  crowded  ilages, 

*^  And  Hand  the  flaring  of  your  pages ; 

"  And,  after  all,  to  crown  my  fpleen, 

"  Be  told—'-  You  arc  not  to  be  feen:" 

*^  Or,  if  you  are,  be  forc'd  to  bear 

"  The  awe  of  your  majeilic  air. 

*'  And  can  Tthen  be  faulty  found, 

*'  In  dreading  this  vexatious  round? 

"  Can  it  be  firange,  if  I  cfchew  " 

"  A  fcene  fo  glorious  and  io  new  .? 

^^  Or-  is  he  criminal  that  flics 

"  The  living  lufcre  of  your  eyesr'" 


THE 
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THE  DEAN'S  MANNER  OF  LIVING. 

N  rainy  days  alone  I  dine 
Upon  a  chick  and  pint  of  wine. 
On  rainy  days  I  dine  alone. 
And  pick  my  chicken  to  the  bone  : 
But  this  my  fervants  much  enrages. 
No  fcraps  remain  to  fave  board-wages. 
In  weather  fine  1  nothing  fpend, 
-But  often  fpunge  upon  a  friend : 
'Yet,  where  he  's  not  fo  rich  as  I, 
J  pay  my  club,  and  fo  good  b'  ye. 

VERSES   MADE   FOR   FRUIT-WOMEN,   &c. 
APPLES. 

COiyiE  buy  my  fine  wares. 
Plumbs,  apples,  and  pears, 
A  hundred  a  penny. 
In  confcience  too  many : 
Come,  will  you  have  any  ? 
My  children  are  feven, 
I  wifn  them  in  Heaven ; 
My  hulband  a  fot. 
With  his  pipe  and  his  pot. 
Not  a  farthing  will  gain  them. 
And  I  mufl:  maintain  them. 


ASPARAGUS 
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ASPARAGUS. 

RIPE  Tparagrafs, 
Fit  for  lad  or  lafs. 
To  make  their  water  pafs : 
Oh,  'tis  pretty  picking 
With  a  tender  chicken ! 

ONIONS. 

COME,  follow  me  by  the  fmell. 
Here  are  delicate  onions  to  fell ; 
I  promife  to  ufe  you  well. 
They  make  the  blood  warmer ; 
You  '11  feed  like  a  farmer : 
For  this  is  every  cook's  opinion. 
No  favoury  diih  without  an  onion ; 
But,  left  your  kifling  IhouW  be  fpoil'd. 
Your  onions  muft  be  throughly  boil'd  : 

Or  elfe  you  may  fpare 

Your  miftrefs  a  ihare. 
The  fecret  will  never  be  known ; 

She  cannot  difcover 

The  breath  of  her  lover, 
-But  think  it  as  fweet  as  her  own. 

OYSTERS, 
CHARMING  oyfters  I  cry: 
My  matters,  come  buy. 
So  plump  and  fo  frefh. 
So  fweet  is  their  fleih. 


\ 
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No  Colchefter  oyfter 
Is  fweeter  and  moiller : 
Your  ftomach  they  fettle. 
And  roufe  up  your  mettle ; 

They  '11  make  you  a  dad 

Of  a  lafs  or  a  lad ; 

And  madam  your  wife 

They  '11  pleafe  to  the  life; 
Be  fhe  barren,  be  fhe  old. 
Be  fhe  flut,  or  be  fhe  fcold, 
Eat  my  oyfters,  and  lie  near  her. 
She  '11  be  fruitful^  never  fear  her. 

HERRINGS. 

BE  not  fparing. 
Leave  off  fwearing. 
Buy  my  herring 
Frelli  from  Malaliide*, 
Better  never  was  try'd. 
Come,  eat  them  with  pure  frelh  butter  and  muflardj 
Their  bellies  are  foft,  and  as  white  as  a  cuftard. 
Come,  fix-pence  a  dozen  to  get  me  fome  bread. 
Or,  like  my  own  herrings,  I  foon  fhall  be  dead, 

ORANGES. 

COME  buy  my  fine  oranges,  fauce  for  your  veal. 
And  charming  when  fqueez'd  in  a  pot  of  brown  ale ; 
Well  roafted,  with  fugar  and  wine  in  a  cup. 
They  'II  make  a  fweet  bifhop  when  gentle-folks  fup. 

•  Near  Dublin. 

ON 
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ON   ROVER,    A   LADY'S    SPANIEL. 
INSTRUCTIONS  TO  A  PAINTER,* 

HAPPIEST  of  the  fpaniel-race. 
Painter,  with  thy  colours  grace : 
Draw  his  forehead  large  and  high. 
Draw  his  blue  and  humid  eye  ; 
Draw  his  neck  fo  fmooth  and  round, 
Little  neck  with  ribbons  bound; 
And  the  mu/cly  fwelling  breaft 
Where  the  Loves  -and  Graces  reft  ; 
And  the  fpreading  even  back. 
Soft,  and  fleek,  and  gloffy  black  : 
And  the  tail  that  gently  twines, 
Like  the  tendrils  of  the  vines  ; 
And  the  filky  twifted  hair. 
Shadowing  thick  the  ^jeluet  ear  ; 
Fel-vet  ears,  which,  hanging  low. 
O'er  the  'velny  temples  flow. 

With  a  proper  light  and  Ibade, 
Let  the  winding  hoop  be  laid  ; 
And  within  that  arching  bovver 
(Secret  circle,  myitic  power) 
In  a  do^tvny  flumber  place 
Happieft  of  the  Spaniel  race; 
While  the  foft  perfpiring  Dame, 
Glowing  with  the  foftefl  flame, 

*  In  ridicule  of  Phtllps's  poem  on  Mifs  Carteret,  and  v/rirtefi, 
it  has  been  faid,  *'  to  affront  the  lady  of  archbliJi-jp  Boulcer."  N^ 

0^ 
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On  the  raviih'd  favourite  pours 
Balmy  dews,  ambrofial  fhotvers  ! 

With  thy  utmoil  ikill  exprefs 
Nature  in  her  richell  drefs ; 
Limpid  riven  fmopthly  flowing;. 
Orchards  by  thofe  ri-vers  blowing ; 
Curling  ^wood-bine,  myrtle  {hade. 
And  the  gay  enamel'd  mead  ; 
Where  the  linnets  fit  and  fmg. 
Little  fportlings  of  the  Spring  ; 
Where  the  breathing  field  and  grove 
Sooth  the  heart,  and  kindle  love : 
Here  for  me,  and  for  the  Mufe, 
Colours  of  r,efemblance  chufe  ; 
Make  of  lineaments  divine, 
Daply  {zm.2i\t/pamels  fhine, 
VvQliy  fondlings  of  the  fair. 
Gentle  dam/els,  gentle  care-. 
But  to  one  alone  impart 
All  the  flattery  of  thy  art. 
"Crowd  each  feature,  crowd  each  grace. 
Which  complete  the  defperate  face; 
Let  the  fpotted  wanton  Dame 
Feel  a  new  refiillefs  flame  ; 
Let  the  happiell  of  his  race 
Win  the  fair  to  his  embrace. 
But  in  fliade  the  reft  conceal. 
Nor  to  fight  their  joys  reveal. 
Left  the  pencil  and  the  IMufe 
Loofe  defires  and  thoughts  infufe. 

Vol.  XLIV.  I  AY 
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AY      AND      NO; 
A     TALE     FROiM     DUBLIN.     1737. 

T  Dublin's  high  feaft  fate  Primate  and  Dean, 
Both  drefs'd  like  divines,  with  band  and  face  clean. 
Quoth  Hugh  of  Armagh*,  **  The  mob  is  grown  bold." 
**  Ay,  ay,"  quoth  the  Dean,  *'  the  caufe  is  old  gold." 
"  No,  no,"  quoth  the  Primate,  "  if  caufes  we  fift, 
"  This  mifchief  arifes  from  witty  Dean  Swift." 
The  fmart-one  repHed,  **  There  's  no  wit  in  the  cafe ; 
**  And  nothing  of  that  ever  troubled  your  Grace. 
"  Though  with  your  llate-fieve  your  own  notions  you 

''  fpht, 
**  A  Boulter  by  name  is  no  bolter  of  wit. 
"  It  is  matter  of  weight,  and  a  mere  money-jobb ; 
"But  the  lower  the  coin,  the  higher  the  mob. 
'^  Go  tell  your  friend  Bob  and  the  other  great  folk, 
"'  That  iinking  the  coin  is  a  dangerous  joke. 
'*  The  Irllh  dear -joys  have  enough  common  fenfe, 
**  To  treat  gold  reduced  like  Wood's  copper  pence. 
**  It  is  pity  a  Prelate  Ihould  die  without  law; 
*'  But  if  I  fay  the  word -take  care  of  Armagh!" 

Dr.  SWIFT'S  Answer  to  a  Friend*s  Question. 

THE  furniture  that  be  ft  doth  pleafe 
St.  Patrick's  Dean,  good  Sir,  are  thefe : 
The  knife  and  fork  with  which  I  eat ; 
And,  next,  the  pot  that  boils  the  meat ; 

*  Dr.  Hugh  Boulter. 

The 
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The  next  to  be  preferr'd,  I  think. 
Is  the  glafs  in  which  I  drink ; 
The  (helves  on  which  my  books  I  keep ; 
And  the  bed  on  which  I  fleep  ; 
An  antique  elbow-chair  between. 
Big  enough  to  hold  the  Dean ; 
And  the  ftore  that  gives  delight 
In  the  cold  bleak  wintery  nightj- 
To  thefe  we  add  a  thing  below. 
More  for  ufe  referv'd  than  (how : 
Thefe  are  what  the  Dean  do  pleafe; 
All  fuperfluous  are  but  thefe. 


A  P  O  L  L  O  »  S      EDICT.* 

IRELAND  is  now  our  royal  care. 
We  lately  fix'd  our  Viceroy  there ; 
How  near  was  Ihe  to  be  undone. 
Till  pious  love  infpir'd  her  Son ! 
What  cannot  our  Vicegerent  do, 
As  Poet  and  as  Patriot  too  ? 
Let  his  fuccefs  our  fubje£ls  fway. 
Our  infpirations  to  obey. 
And  follow  where  He  leads  the  way : 
Then  iludy  to  correal  your  taite ; 
Nor  beaten  paths  be  longer  trac'd. 


\ 


*  This  poem  was  originally  written  in  1720;   the  latter  part 
of  it  was   re-publiflied  in  I743>  on  the  death   of  the  Countcfs  of 

Donegal.     N. 

I  2  No 
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No  fimile  fhall  be  begun. 
With  rlftng  or  with  fetting  fun; 
And  let  \!i\zjecret  head  of 'Nile 
Be  ever  banifh'd  from  your  ille. 

When  wretched  lovers  live  on  air, 
I  beg  you  '11  the  Camelion  fpare ; 
And,  when  you  'd  make  a  hero  grander. 
Forget  he  's  like  a  Salamander. 

No  fon  of  mine  fhall  dare  to  fay, 
Aurora  ujher'^d-in  the  Day, 
Or  ever  name  the  milky -'way. 

You  all  agree,  I  make  no  doubt, 
Elijah's  mantle  is  worn  out. 

The  birdofjonje  Ihall  toil  no  more 
To  teach  the  humble  Wren  to  foar. 
Your  Tragic  Heroes  ihall  not  rant. 
Nor  Shepherds  ufe  poetic  cant. 
Simplicity  alone  can  grace 
The  manners  of  the  rural  race. 
Theocritus  and  Philips  be 
Your  guides  to  true  fimplicity. 

When  'Ddimon'sjouljhall  take  its  fiighti 
Though  Poets  have  the  fecond-fight. 
They  Ihall  not  fee  a  trail  of  light. 
Nor  fhall  the  'vapours  upward  rife. 
Nor  a  ne^^J  far  adorn  the  ikies : 
For  who  can  hope  to  place  one  there. 
As  glorious  as  Belinda's  hair? 
Yet,  if  his  name  you  'd  eternize, 
An^  muH  exalt  him  to  the  ikies ; 


\ 
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Without  Z-JIary  this  may  be  done: 
So  Tickell  mourn'd  his  Addifon. 

If  Anna's  happy  reign  you  praife. 
Pray,  not  a  word  oi halcyon- days;  .  P 

Nor  let  my  votaries  fhow  their  ikill 
In  aping  lines  from  Cooper's-Hill ; 
For  know,  I  cannot  bear  to  hear 
The  mimickry  of  deep,  yet  clear. 

Whene'er  my  Viceroy  is  addrefs'd, 
Againft  the  Phoenix  I  proteft. 
When  Poets  foar  in  youthful  flrains. 
No  Phaeton  to  hold  the  reins. 

When  you  defcribe  a  lovely  girl. 
No  lips  of  coral y  teeth  of  pearl. 
Cupid  fhall  ne'er  m.iftake  another. 
However  beauteous,  for  his  mother : 
Nor  fhall  his  darts  at  random  fly 
From  magazine  in  Cselia's  eye. 
With  women-compounds  I  am  cloy'd. 
Which  only  pleas'd  in  Biddy  Floyd. 
For  foreign  aid,  what  need  they  roam. 
Whom  Fate  has  amply  bleft  at  liome  ? 

Unerring  Heaven,  with  bounteous  hand. 
Has  form'd  a  model  for  your  land. 
Whom  Jove  endow'd  with  every  grace ; 
The  glory  of  the  Granari  race; 
Nov/  deflin'd  by  the  powers  divine 
The  blcfiing  of  another  line. 
Then,  would  you  paint  a  matchlefs  dame. 
Whom  you  'd  confign  to  endlefs  fame  ? 

I  3  Invoke 
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Invoke  not  Cytherea*s  aid. 
Nor  borrow  from  the  blue-ey'd  maid ; 
Nor  need  you  on  the  Graces  call  ;-— 
Take  qualities  from  Donegal. 

E     P    I     G    R     A  '"M  *. 

BEHOLD  1  a  proof  of  Irifti  fenfe ! 
Here  Irilh  wit  is  feen ! 
When  nothing  's  left,  that  's  worth  defence. 
We  build  a  magazine. 


EPIGRAMS, 

Occalioned   by   Dr.   Swift's   intended  Hofpital   for 
Ideots  and  Lunaticks. 

J. 

THE  Dean  muft  die — our  Ideots  to  maintain. 
Perifh,  ye  Ideots !  and  long  live  the  Dean  I 

*  The  Dean,  in  his  lunacy,  had  fome  intervals  of  fenfe;  at 
which  time  his  guardians,  or  phyficians,  took  him  out  for  the 
air.  On  one  of  thefe  days,  when  they  came  to  the  Park,  Swift 
remarked  a  new  building,  which  he  had  never  feen,  and  afked 
what  it  was  defigned  for.  To  which  Dr.  Kingfbury  anfwered, 
*'  That,  Mr.  Dean,  is  the  magazine  for  arms  and  powder,  for 
*'  the  fecurity  of  the  city."*  *'  Oh  !  oh  !"  fays  the  Dean,  pulling 
out  his  pocket-book,  "  let  me  take  an  item  of  thac.  This  is 
"  worth  remarking:  my  tablets,  as  Hamlet  fays,  my  tablets— 
♦*  memory,  put  down  that!" — Which  produced  the  above  lines, 
faid  to  be  the  laft  he  ever  wrote.     N. 

II.  O  GENIUS 
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II. 
O  GENIUS  of  Hibernia's  ftate. 
Sublimely  good,  feverely  great ! 
How  doth  this  late  ft  a6t  excel 
All  you  have  done  or  wrote  (o  well ! 
Satire  may  be  the  child  of  fpite. 
And  Fame  might  bid  the  Drapier  write : 
But  to  relieve,  and  to  endow. 
Creatures  that  know  not  whence  or  how. 
Argues  a  foul  both  good  and  wife, 
Refembling  Him  who  rules  the  fkies. 
He  to  the  thoughtful  mind  difplays 
Immortal  ikill  ten  thoufand  ways; 
And,  to  complete  his  glorious  talk. 
Gives  what  we  have  not  fenfe  to  alk! 

III. 
LO !  Swift  to  Ideots  bequeaths  his  ftore  : 
Be  wife,  ye  rich !  — confider  thus  the  poor  I 

On  the  DEAN  of  ST.  PATRICK'S  Birth-day  % 
Nov.  30,   St.  An  D  R  E  w's- D  A  Y. 

BETWEEN  the  hours  of  twelve  and  one. 
When  half  the  world  to  reft  were  gone, 
Intranc'd  in  fofteft  deep  I  lay. 
Forgetful  of  an  anxious  day ; 
From  every  care  and  labour  free. 
My  foul  as  calm  as  it  could  be. 

*  See,  in  Parnell  s  Poems,  an  elegant  co.TiplIment  on  the  fan^e 
occafion.     N, 

1 4  The 
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The  Queen  of  Dreams,  well  pleas'd  to  find 
An  undillurb'd  and  vacant  mind. 
With  magic  pencil  trac'd  my  brain. 
And  there  Ihe  drew  St.  Patrick's  Dean. 

1  ftrait  beheld  on  either  hand 

Two  Saints,  like  Guardian  Angels,  (land. 
And  either  claim'd  him  for  their  fon ; 
And  thus  the  high  difpute  begun. 

Sto  Andrew  firll,  with  reafon  ftrong, 
Maintain'd  to  him  he  did  belong : 
*'  Swift  is  my  own,  by  right  divine, 
*^  All  born  upon  this  day  are  mine." 

St.  Patrick  faid,  "  I  own  this  true, 
"  So  far  he  does  belong  to  you: 
"  But  in  my  church  he  's  born  again, 
**  My  fon  adopted,  and  my  Dean. 
"  Vv^hen  firll  the  Chrijlian-truth  I  fpread, 
'*  The  poor  within  this  iile  I  fed, 
"  And  darkeft  errors  banilh'd  hence, 
"  Made  knowledge  in  their  place  commence; 
*'  Nay  more,  at  my  divine  command, 
*'  All  7ioxious  creatures  fled  the  land. 
*'  I  made  both  Peace  and  Plenty  fmile. 
*^  Hibernia  was  my  favourite  iile; 
'^  Now  his — for  he  fucceeds  to  me, 
*'  Two  angels  cannot  more  agree. 

**  His  joy  is,  to  relieve  the  poor; 
-*'  Behold  them  weekly  at  his  door  ! 
*'  His  knowledge  too,  in  brightell  rays, 
**  He  like  the  fun  to  all  conveys ; 

"  Shows 
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«  Shows  njoifdom  in  a  fingle  page, 
^  And  in  one  hour  inilruds  an  age. 
'  When  ruin  lately  flood  around 
'  Th'  inclofures  oi  my  /acred  ground , 

*  He  glorioufly  did  interpofe, 

*  And  fav'd  it  from  invading  foes ; 
'  For  this  I  claim  immortal  Swift, 

*  As  my  own  fon,  and  Heaven's  beft  gift.'* 
The  Caledonian  Saint,  enrag'd. 

Now  clofer  in  difpute  engag'd, 

EiTays  to  prove,  by  tranfmigration. 

The  Dean  is  of  the  Scottiih  nation ; 

And,  to  coniirm  the  truth,  he  chofe 

The  loyal  foul  of  great  Montrofe. 

"  Pilontrofe  and  He  are  both  the  fame, 

**  They  only  differ  in  the  name; 

"  Both,  heroes  in  a  righteous  caufe, 

*'  AfTert  their  liberties  and  laws: 

**  He  's  now  the  fame,  Montrofe  was  then, 

*'  But  that  \}AQ.fvjord  is  turn'd  a  pen-, 

*'  Kpen  of  fo  great  power,  each  word 

**  Defends  beyond  the  hero's y^iwr^." 

Now  words  grew  high — we  can't  fuppofs 
Immortals  ever  come  to  blows; 
But,  lell:  unruly  paffion  fhould 
Degrade  them  into  fiefh  and  blood. 
An  angel  quick  from  Heaven  defcends. 
And  he  at  once  the  contefl  ends : 

"Ye  reverend  pair,  from  difcord  ceafe, 
*'  Ye  both  xniilake  the  prefent  cafe  j 

"  One 
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"  One  kingdom  cannot  have  pretence 

•'  To  fo  much  virtue !  fo  much  fenfe : 

"  Search  Heaven's  record ;  and  there  you  '11  find, 

"  That  He  was  born  for  all  mankiiid." 

EPISTLE  to  ROBERT  NUGENT,   Eso^ 
with  a  Picture  of  DEAN  SWIFT. 

BY      DR.      D  U  N  K  J  N.  * 

TO  gratify  thy  long  delire 
(So  Love  and  Piety  require). 
From  Bindon'sf  colours  you  may  trace  > 
The  Patriot's  venerable  face. 
The  laft,  O  Nugent  1  which  his  art 
Shall  ever  to  the  world  impart ; 
For  know,  the  prime  of  mortal  men. 
That  matchlefs  monarch  of  the  pen 
(Whofe  labours,  like  the  genial  fun. 
Shall  through  revolving  ages  run. 
Yet  never,  like  the  fun,  decline. 
But  in  their  full  meridian  fhine). 
That  ever-honour'd,  envied  Sage, 
So  long  the  wonder  of  his  age. 
Who  charm'd  us  with  his  golden  Uraln, 
Is  not  the  Ihadow  of  the  Dean : 

*  This  elegant  tribute  of  gratitude,  as  it  was  written  at  a 
period  when  all  fufpicion  of  flattery  mufb  vanilh,  reflefts  the 
higheft  honour  on  the  ingenious  Writer,  and  cannot  but  bs 
agreeable  to  the  admirers  of  Dr.  Swift.     N. 

+  Samuel  Bindon,  efq.  a  celebrated  painter.     N. 

He 
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He  only  breathes  Boeotian  air — 

"  Ohl  what  a  falling-ofF was  there!'* 

Hibernia's  Helicon  is  dry. 
Invention,  Wit,  and  Humour  die ; 
And  what  remains  againft  the  florm 
Of  Malice,  but  an  empty  form  ? 
The  nodding  ruins  of  a  pile. 
That  flood  the  bulwark  of  this  ifle ; 
In  which  the  fiilerhood  was  fix'd 
Of  candid  Honour,  Truth  unmix'd. 
Impartial  Reafon,  Thought  profound. 
And  Charity,  diffufmg  round. 
In  cheerful  rivulets,  the  flow 
Of  Fortune  to  the  fons  of  woe  ? 

Such  one,  my  Nugent,  was  thy  Swift, 
Endued  with  each  exalted  gift. 
But,  lo!  the  pure  sethereal  flame 
Is  darken'd  by  a  mift:y  lleam : 
The  balm  exhaufted  breathes  no  fmell. 
The  rofe  is  wither'd  ere  it  fell. 
That  godlike  fupplement  of  law. 
Which  held  the  wicked  world  in  awe. 
And  could  the  tide  of  fadion  Hem, 
Is  but  a  fhell  without  the  gem. 

Ye  fons  of  genius,  who  would  aim 
To  build  an  everlaiiing  fame. 
And,  in  the  field  of  letter'd  arts, 
Difplay  the  trophies  of  your  parts. 
To  yonder  manfion  turn  afide. 
And  mortify  your  growing  pride. 

Behold 
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Behold  the  brighteft  of  the  race. 
And  Nature's  honour,  in  difgrace  : 
With  humble  refignatlon  own. 
That  all  your  talents  are  a  loan ; 
By  Providence  advanced  for  ufe. 
Which  you  Ihould  ftudy  to  produce. 
Refleft,  the  mental  ftock,  alas  I 
However  current  now  it  pafs. 
May  haply  be  recall'd  from  you 
Before  the  Grave  demands  his  due. 
Then,  while  your  morning-liar  proceeds, 
Direct  your  courfe  to  worthy  deeds. 
In  fuller  day  difcharge  your  debts; 
For,  when  your  fun  of  reafon  fets. 
The  night  fucceeds ;  and  all  your  fchemes 
Of  glory  vaniih  with  your  dreams. 

Ah  I  where  is  now  the  {'apple  train. 
That  danc'd  attendance  on  the  Dean  ? 
Say,  where  are  thofe  facetious  folks, 
Who  Ihook  with  laughter  at  his  jokes. 
And  Vv'ith  attenti'/e  rapture  hung 
On  wifdcm  dropping  from  his  tongue ; 
Who  iook'd  wit  J  high  difdainful  pride 
On  all  the  bufy  world  befide. 
And  rated  his  produfllcns  more 
Than  treafures  of  Peruvian  ore  ? 

Good  Chriftians !  they  with  bended  knees 
Ingulph'd  the  wine,  but  loath  the  lees. 
Averting  (fo  the  text  commands). 
With  ardent  ejQs  and  up-caft  hands, 

Th3 
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The  cup  of  forrovv  from  their  lips , 

And  fly,  like  rats  from  fmking  fliips. 

While  fome,  who  by  his  friendfnip  rofe 

To  wealth,  in  concert  with  his  foes. 

Run  counter  to  their  former  track. 

Like  old  Adaeon's  horrid  pack 

Of  yelling  mungrels,  in  requitals 

To  riot  on  their  mailer's  vitals ; 

And,  where  they  cannot  blail  his  laurels. 

Attempt  to  ftigmatize  his  morals; 

Through  Scandal's  magnifying-glafs 

His  foibles  view,  but  viitues  pafs,  j 

And  on  the  ruins  of  his  fame 

Ered  an  ignominious  name. 

So  vermin  foul,  of  vile  extraftion. 

The  fpawn  of  dirt  and  putrefadtion. 

The  founder  members  traverfe  o'er. 

But  fix  and  fatten  on  a  fore. 

Hence !  peace,  ye  wretches,  who  revile 

His  wit,  his  hum.our,  and  his  ftyle ; 

Since  all  the  monfters  which  he  drew 

V/ere  only  meant  to  copy  you ; 

And,  if  the  colours  be  not  fainter. 

Arraign  younelves,  and  not  the  painter. 

But,  oh  I  that  He,  who  gave  him  breath. 
Dread  arbiter  of  life  and  death  ; 
That  He,  the  moving  foul  of  all. 
The  fleeplng  fpirit  would  recall. 
And  crown  him  with  triumphant  meeds. 
For  all  his  paft  heroic  deeds. 

In 
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In  manfions  of  unbroken  reft. 

The  bright  republick  of  the  blefs'd ! 

Irradiate  his  benighted  mind 

With  living  light  of  light  refin'd; 

And  thefe  the  blank  of  thought  employ 

With  objedls  of  immortal  joy  ! 

Yet,  while  he  drags  the  fad  remains 
Of  life,  flow-creeping  through  his  veins. 
Above  the  views  of  private  ends. 
The  tributary  Mufe  attends. 
To  prop  his  feeble  fteps,  or  flied 
The  pious  tear  around  his  bed. 

So  Pilgrims,  with  devout  complaints. 
Frequent  the  graves  of  martyr'd  Saints, 
Infcribe  their  worth  in  artlefs  lines. 
And,  in  theii'  ftead,  embrace  their  Ihrines. 

Inscription  intended  for  a  Monument.  1765, 

SAY,  to  the  Drapier's  vaft  unbounded  fame. 
What  added  honours  can  the  Sculptor  give? 
None. — 'Tis  a  fanftion  from  the  Drapier's  name 
Mull  bid  the  Sculptor  and  his  Marble  live. 

Epigram  occafioned  by  the  above  Inscription. 

WHICH  gave  the  Drapier  birth  two  realms  contend ; 
And  each  alferts  her  Poet,  Patriot,  Friend : 
Her  mitre  jealous  Britain  may  deny; 
That  lofs  lernia's  laurel  fliall  fapply  : 
Through  life's  low  vale,  flie,  grateful,  gave  him  bread ; 
Her  vocal  (lones  fhall  vindicate  him  dead. 

1766.  B.  N. 
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Stat. 


Kz 


To  the  Right  Honourable 

Charles,  Lord  VifcountTowNSHEND; 

Late  one  of  his  Majefly's  Principal  Secretaries 
of  State,  and  Knight  of  the  Moft  Nobl;> 
Order  of  the  Garter,.  Sec, 

My  Lor  d^ 

I  BEG  leave  to  publifh  the  following  poems  under  your 
patronage :  A  prefent,  I  confefs,  unworthy  of  it;^ 
and  of  little  value,  excepting  what  gratitude  gives  it : 
But,  I  fear,  it  may  be  efteemed  a  boall  rather  than  an 
acknowledgement,  or  at  beft,  an  oflentatious  •  kind  of 
gratitude,  to  tell  the  world  that  I  have  received  the 
higheft  obligations--  from  the  Lord- Town fhend :  It  is  an 
honour  to  be  regarded  by  a  perfon  of  fo  difdnguilhed  a 
charader :  I  am  proud  of  it,  and,  not  being  of  a  nature 
to  be  content  with  a  filent  gratitude,  am  not  deterred' 
from  owning  it,  though-  it  bs  liable  to  be  mifcalled' 
vanity. 

You  have,  my  Lord,  the  happinefs  to  enjoy  what  that 
great  llatefman  ¥v''airingham ,  who  held  the  fame  office 
which  you  fjl  v/ith  fo  much  honour,  freque-ntly  v/iihed, . 
K  3  but. 
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but  never  obtained;  a  retirement  from  bufinefs  in  the 
declenfion  of  life,  to  enjoy  age  in  peace  and  tran- 
quillity: this  laft  adion  fpeaks  you  truly  great;  for 
that  perfon  who,  by  a  voluntary  retreat,  coald  induf- 
trioufly  renounce  all  the  grandeur  of  the  world,  mufl 
evidently  have  a  foul  above  it. 

Tully  in  his  Tufculum  was  never  mere  happy,  than 
the  Lord  Tov.'nihend  in  his  Rainham, 


Where  majeflically  plain 


"  Pure  Nature  reigns,  where  varied  views  from  views 

"  DilFufive  profpeds  yield* :  here  fliagg'd  with  woods^ 

'*  Here  rich  with  harveft,  and  there  white  with  flocks:> 

**  And  all  the  gay  horizon  fmiles  around 

"  Full  of  thy  Genius !  Lo  !  between  yon  groves 

*'  The  dome  with  eafy  grandeur,  like  the  foul 

**  Of  its  great  mailer,  riling  overlooks 

"  The  fubjedl  regions,  and  commands  the  charms 

*'  Of  ma.iy  a  pleafmg  landfkip,  to  the  eye 

"  Delightful  change  !  here  groves  of  loftieft  Ihade 

*■'  Wave  their  proud  tops,  and  form-  of  flatelieft  view 

-'  A  fylvan  theatre  1  while  Nature's  hand 

**  Pours  forth  profufe,.  o'er  hill,  o'er  vale,  o'er  lawn, 

"  Her  choicell  bleifings :  See  1  where  yonder  lake 

''  Spreads  its  wide  liquid  plain:  now  Hands  unmov'd, 

"  Pure  as  tli'  expanfb  of  heaven,  and  heaven  reflefts 

"  From  its  broad- glittering  mirrour;  now  with,  wave* 

*  See  Mr.  Thomlbn's  (excellent  poems. 

'<  CurPd 
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•-f  Curl'd  gently  by  the  breeze,  falutes  the  flowers 

"  That  grace  its  banks  1  in  flate  the  fnowy  fwans 

'•  Arch  their  proud  necks,  and  fowls  of  various  plume 

"  Innumerous,  native  or  exotic,  cleave 

*'  The  dancing  wave !  while  o'er  th'  adjoining  lawns- 

'''  Obverted  to  the  fouthem  funs,  the  deer 

'*  Wide-fpreading  graze,  or  Harting  bound  away 

"  In  crowds,  then  turning,  filent  ftand,  and  gaze !:. 

"  Such  are  thy  beauties,  Rainham,  fuch  the  haunts - 

*'  Of  angels,  in  primseval  guiltlefs  days, 

"  When  man  imparadis'd  convers'd  with  God.** 

This,  my  Lord,  is  but  a  faint  pi£lure  of  the  place 
of  your  retirement,  which  no  one  ever  enjoyed  more 
elegantly:  no  part  of  your  life  lies  heavy  upon  you; 
there  is  no  uneafy  vacancy  in  it ;  it  is  all  filled  up  with 
ftady,  exercife,  or  polite  amuferaent :  here  you  fhine  in 
the  moft  agreeable,  though  not  moil  ftrong  and  dazzling 
light :  In  your  public  ftation  you  com.manded  admira- 
tion and  honour ;  in  your  private,  you  attracl  love  and 
efleem  :  The  nobler  parts  of  your  life  will  be  the  fub- 
]c6i  of  the  hiftorian;  and  the  aclions  of  the  great  ftatef- 
man  and  patriot  will  adorn  many  pages  of  our  future* 
annals :  but  the  afFedionate  father,  the  indulgent  maf  ^ 
ter,  the  condefcending  and  benevolent  friend,  patron, 
and  companion,  can  only  be  defcribed  by  thofc  who- 
have  the  pleafure  and  happinefs  to  fee  you  aft  in  all 
thofe  relations :  I  could  with  delight  enlarge  upon  thij 
anuable  part  of  your  charatler;  but  am  fcnfibk  that  no 
K  4  portion 
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portion  of  yonr  time  is  fo  ill  fpent  as  in  reading  what  i 
w  rite.  I  will  therefore  only  beg  the  honcar  to  fubfcribe 
myfelf, . 


My  Lor  D, 

Your  Lorduiip's  riofi:  obliged, . 

And  n:oi1:  obedient  fervant, 
P.ulham  in  Norfolk, 

\¥ILLIAM  BROOME; 


t    xjr  ] 
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I   AM  very  fenfible  that  many  hard  circum (lances  . 
attend   all  authors :   if  they   write  ill,   they  are  ■ 
fure  to  be  ufed  with  contempt;  if  well,  too  often  with  , 
envy.    Some  men,  even  while  they  improve  themfelves 
with  the  fentiments  of  others,  rail  at  their  benefaftors,  .. 
and  while  they  gather  the  fruit,  tear  the  tree  that  bore 
it.     I  muft  confefs,  that  mere  idlenefs  induced  me  to  • 
write;  and  the  hopes  of  entertaining  a  few  idle  men,  to  . 
pubiilh.     I  am  not  fo  vain  as  not  to  think  there  are 
many  faults  in  the  enfuing  poems ;  all  human  works 
muft  fall  fnort  of  perfefrion ;  and  therefore  to  acknow- 
ledge it,  is  no  humility  :  however,  I  am  not  like  thofe^ 
.authors,  who,  out  of  a  falfe  modefty,  complain  of  the 
imperfecHons  of  their  own  works,  yet  would  take  it 
very  ill  if  the  world  fhould  believe  them :  I  will  not 
add  hypocrify  to  my  other  faults,  or  ad  fo  abfurdly  a$- 
to  invite  the  reader  to  an  entertainment,  and  then  tell 
him  that  there  is  noth'.ng  worth  his  eating;    I  have 
furnifhed  out  the  tatle  according  to  my  be  ft  abilities,  iF 
not  wivh  a  fplendid  elegance,  yet  at  leaft  with  an  in- 
nocent variety. 

But  fmce  this  is  the  laft  time  that  I  fhall  ever,  per- 
haps,  trouble  the  world  in  this  kind,  I  will  beg  leave  to 
fpeak  fomething  not  as  a  poet,  bat  a  critic;  that  if  my 
credit  ihould  fail  as  a  poet,  I  may  have  recourfe  to  my 

remarks- 
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remarks  upon  Homer,  and  he  pardoned  for  my  induftry 
as  the  annotator  in  part  upon  the  Jliad,  and  entirely 
upon  the  OdyfTey. 

I  will  therefore  offer  a  few  things  upon  criticifm  in: 
general,  a  itudy  very  neceflary,  but  fallen  into  contem.pt. 
through  the  abufe  of  it.     At  the  reftoration  of  learning, 
it  was  particularly  necelTary;  authors  had  been  long 
buried  in  obfcurity,   and  confequently  had  contradted 
fome  ruil  through  the  ignorance  and  barbarifra  of  pre- 
ceding ages :  it  was  therefore  very  requifite  that  they 
fhould  be  polilhed  by  a  critical  hand,  and  reflcred  to 
their   original    purity:    In    this    coniifts    the  ofnce  of 
critics ;  but,  inftead  of  making  copies  agreeable  to  the 
manufcripts,  they  have  long  inferted  their  own  conjec- 
tures ;  and  from  this  licence  arife  moll  of  the  various  - 
readings,  the  burthens  of  modern   editions:    whereas 
books  are  like  pidlures,  they  maybe  new varnifhed,  but 
not  a  feature  is  to  be  altered;  and  every  Uroke  that  h 
thus  added,  deihoys  in  fome  degree  the  refemblance; 
and  the  original  is  no  longer  an  Homer  or  a  Virgil,  but 
a  mere  ideal  perfon,  the  creature  of  the  editor's  fancy. 
Whoever  deviates  from  this  rule,  does  not  correft,  but. 
corrupt  his  author:    and  therefore,  fmce  moll  books 
worth  reading  have  now  good  impreifions,  it  is  a  folly 
to  devote  too  much  time  to  this  branch  of  criticifm;  iu 
is  ridiculous  to  make  it  tlie  fupreme  bufmefs  of  life  to 
repair  the  ruins  of  a  decayed  word,  to  trouble  the  world 
with  vaia  niceties  about  a  letter,  or  a  fyllable,  or  the 
tranfpofition  of  a  phrafe,  when  the  prefent  reading  is 
fufficiently  intejligible.     Thefe  learned  trifiers  are  mere 

weeJers 
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weeders  of  an  author ;  they  collect  the  weeds  for  their 
own  ufe,  and  permit  otliers  to  gather  the  herbs  and 
flowers:  it  would  be  of  more  advantage  to  mankind,, 
when  once  an  author  is  faithfully  publifhed,  to  turn  our 
thoughts  from  the  words  to  the  fentiments,  and  make 
them  more  eafy  and  intelligible.  A  {kill  in  verbal 
criticifm  is  in  reality  but  a  iliill  in  guelfing,  and  confe- 
quently  he  is  the  bell  critic  who  gueffes  bell :  a  mighty 
attainment !  And  yet  with  what  pomp  is  a  trivial  altera- 
tion ufhered  into  the  world!  Such  writers  are  like  Ca- 
ligula, who  raifed  a  mighty  army,  and  alarmed  the 
whole  world,  and  then  led  it  to  gather  cockle-lhells. 
In  iliort,  thequeilion  is  not  what  the  author  might  have 
faid,  but  what  hje  has  adually  faid;  it  is  not  whether  a 
ditTerent  word  will  agree  with  the  fenfe,  and  turn  of  the 
period,  but  whether  it  was  ufed  by  the  author ;  if  it  was, 
it  has  a  good  title  ftill  to  maintain  its  poll,  and  the  au- 
thority of  the  manufcript  ought  to  be  followed  rather 
than  the  fancy  of  the  editor :  for  can  a  modern  be  a 
better  judge  of  the  language  of  the  pureil  of  the  antients, 
than  thofe  antients  who  wrote  it  in  the  greateil  purity? 
or  if  he  could,  was  ever  any  author  fo  happy,  as  always 
to  choofe  the  moft  proper  word  ?  Experience  (liows  the 
impoffibiiity.  Befides,  of  what  ufe  is  verbal  criticifm 
when  once  we  have  a  faithful  edition  ?  It  embarrafTes 
the  reader  inllead  of  giving  new  light,  and.  hinders  his 
proficiency  by  engrolfrng  his  time>  and  calling  off  the 
attention  from  the  author  to  the  editor :  it  increafes  the 
expence  of  books,  and  makes  us  pay  an  high  price  for 
trifles,  and  often  for  abfurdities.    I  will  only  add,  with 

Sir 
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Sir  Henry  Saville,  that  various  le<Slions  are  new  grownr 
fo  voluminous,  that  we  begin  to  value  the  firft.editions' 
of  books  as  mofl  correft,  becaufe  leafl:  correded. 

There  are  other  critics  who  think  themfelvesobliged- 

,  J  ^0  fee  no  imperfedtions  in  their  author :  frcrnr 

f/-.-  the  moment  they  undertake  his  caufe^  they 

look  upon  him  as  a  lover  upon  his  miftrefs ; 
he  has  no  faults,  or  his  very  faults  improve  into  beau- 
ties: this,  indeed,  is  a  well-natared  error,  but  ftill 
blameable,  becaufe  it  mifguides  the  judgement.  Such 
critics  adl  no  lefs  erronecufly,  than  a  judge  who  Ihould 
refolve  to  acquit  a  perfon,.  whether  innocent  or  guilty, 
who  comes  before  him  upon  his  trial.  It  is  frequent 
for  the  partial  critic  to  praife  the  work  as  he  likes  the: 
author ;  he  admires  a  book  as  an  antiquary  a  medal, 
folely  froni  the  impreffion  of  the  name,  and  not  from 
the  intrinfic  value :  the  copper  of  a  favourite  writer  ihall 
be  more  elleemed  than  the  fineft  gold  of  a  leis  acceptable 
author:  for  this  reafon  many  perfons  have  chofen  to 
publifh  their  works  v*'ithout  a  name,  and  by  this  me-< 
thod,  like  Apelles,  who  flood  unfeen  behind  his  own 
Venus,  have  received  a  praife,  which  perhaps  might- 
have  been  denied  if  the  author  had  been  vifible. 

But  there  are  other  critics  who  z&.  a  contrary  partr 

and  condemn  all  as  criminals  whom  they  try : 

Ofen-vicus  ^j^gy  AwtW  only  on  the  faults  of  an  author,' 

^  r    and  endeavour  to  raife  a  reputation  by  dif- 

tics.  praifipg  every  thing  that  other  men  praife; 

they  have  an  antipathy  to  a  (hining  charafter,. . 
like  fome  animals,  that  hate  the  fun  only  becaufe  of  its- 
bright- 
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■ghtners :  it  is  a  crime  with  them  to  excel;  they  are  a 
kind  of  Tartars  in  learning,  who,  feeing  a  perfon  of 
diiiinguillied  qualifications,  immediately  endeavour  to 
kill  him,  in  hopes  to  attain  juft  fo  much  merit  as  they 
•deilroy  in  their  adverfary.  I  never  look  into  one  of 
thefe  critics  but  he  puts  me  in  mind  of  a  giant  in  ro- 
mance :  the  glory  of  the  giant  coniifls  in  the  number 
of  the  limbs  of  men  whom  he  has  deftroyed ;  that  of 
the  critic  in  viewing 
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If  ever  he  accidentally  deviates  into  praife,  he  does  it 
that  his  enfuing  blame  may  fall  with  the  greater  weight ; 
he  adorns  an  author  with  a  few  ilowers,  as  the  antients 
thofe  viftims  which  they  were  ready  to  facrifice:  he 
liudies  criticifm  as  if  it  extended  only  to  difpraife;  a 
pradice,  which,  when  moll  fuccelsful,  is  lead  defirable, 
A  painter  might  juftly  be  thought  to  have  a  perverfe 
imagination,  who  fhould  delight  only  to  draw  the  de- 
formities and  diiiortions  of  human  nature,  which,  when 
executed  by  the  moll  maflerly  hand,  flrike  the  beholder 
with  moil  horror.  It  is  ufual  with  envious  critics  to 
attack  the  writings  of  others,  becaufe  they  are  good ; 
thc-y  conflantly  prey  upon  the  fairell  fruits,  and  hope  to 
fpread  their  own  works  by  uniting  them  to  thofe  of 
their  adverfary.  But  this  is  like  Mezentius  in  Virgil, 
to  join  a  dead  carcafs  to  a  living  body ;  and  the  only 
effed  of  it,  to  fill  every  well-natured  mind  with  detella- 
tion :  their  malice  becomes  impotent,  and,  contrary  to 
their  defign,  they  give  a  tellimony  of  their  enemy's 

merit. 
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merit,  and  fhow  him  to  be  an  hero  by  turning  all  their 
weapons  againft  him :  fuch  critics  are  like  dead  coals ; 
they  may  blacken,  but  cannot  burn.  Thefe  writers 
"bring  to  my  memory  a  pafTage  in  the  Iliad,  where  all 
the  inferior  powers,  the  Plebs  Superum,  or  rabble  of 
the  Iky,  are  fancied  to  unite  their  endeavours  to  pull 
Jupiter  down  to  the  earth :  but  by  the  attempt  they 
only  betray  their  own  inability;  Jupiter  is  ftill  Jupiter, 
and  by  their  unavailing  efforts  they  manifefl  his  fupe- 
jiority.       ; 

Modefty  is  effentlal  to  true  criticifm :  no  man  has  a 
title  to  be  a  dictator  in  knowledge,  and  the  fenfe  of  our 
own  infirmities  ought  to  teach 'us  to  treat  others  with 
humanity.  The  envious  critic  ought  to  confider,  that 
if  the  authors  be  dead  whom  he  cenfures,  it  is  inhu- 
manity to  trample  upon  their  afhes  with  infolence ;  that 
it  is  cruelty  to  fummon,  implead,  and  condemn  them 
with  rigour  and  animofity,  when  they  are  not  in  a  capa- 
city to  anfwer  his  unjuft  allegations  :  If  the  authors  be 
alive,  the  common  laws  of  fociety  oblige  us  not  to 
commit  any  outrage  againft  another's  reputation ;  we 
ought  modeftly  to  convince,  not  injurioufly  infult;  and 
contend  for  truth,  not  viftory:  and  yet  the  envious 
critic  is  like  the  tyrants  of  old,  who  thought  it  not 
enough  to  conquer,  unlefs  their  enemies  were  made  a 
public  fpedlacle,  and  dragged  in  triumph  at  their 
chariot-wheels:  but  what  is  fuch  a  triumph  but  a 
barbarous  infult  over  tlie  calamities  of  their  fellow- 
creatures?  the  noife  of  a  day,  purchafed  with  the 
jniferyof  nations^  However^  I  would  not  bethought 

to 
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to  be  pleading  for  an  exemption  from  criticlfmj  I 
would  only  have  it  circumfcribed  within  the  rules  of 
candour  and  humanity :  writers  may  be  told  of  their 
errors,  provided  it  be  with  the  decency  and  tendernefs 
of  a  friend,  not  the  malice  and  pafTion  of  an  enemy ; 
boys  may  be  v^  hipped  into  fenfe,  but  men  are  to  be 
guided  with  reafon. 

If  we  grant  the  malicious  critic  all  that  he  claims, 
and  allow  him  to  have  proved  his  adverfary's  dulnefs, 
and  his  own  acutenefs,  yet,  as  long  as  there  is  virtue  in 
the  world,  modeft  dulnefs  will  be  preferable  to  learned 
arrogance :  Dulnefs  may  be  a  misfortune,  but  arrogance 
is  a  crime;  and  where  is  the  mighty  advantage,  if, 
while  he  difcovers  more  learning,  he  is  found  to  have 
lefs  virtue  than  his  adverfary?  and,  though  he  be  a 
better  critic,  yet  proves  himfeif  to  be  a  worfe  man? 
Befides,  no  one  is  to  be  envied  the  fidll  in  finding  fuch 
faults  as  others  are  fo  dull  as  to  miftake  for  beauties. 
What  advantage  is  fuch  a  quickfightednefs  even  to  the 
poffeiTors  of  it  ?  It  makes  them  difficult  to  be  pleafed, 
and  gives  them  pain,  while  others  receive  a  pleafurc : 
they  refemble  the  fecond-fighted  people  in  Scotland, 
who  are  fabled  to  fee  more  than  other  perfons ;  but  all 
the  benefit  they  reap  from  this  privilege,  is  to  difcover 
objeds  of  horror,  ghofts  and  apparitions. 

But  it  is  time  to  end,  though  I  have  too  much  reafon 
to  enlarge  the  argument  for  candour  in  criticifm, 
through  a  confcioafnefs  of  my  own  deficiency :  I  have 
in  reality  been  pleading  my  own  caufe,  that  if  I  appear 
too  guilty  to  obtain  a  pardon,  I  may  find  fo  much 
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mercy  from  my  judges,  as  to  be  condemned  to  fufFer 
without  inhumanity:  But  whatever  be  the  fate  of  thcfe 
works,  they  have  proved  of  ufe  to  me,  and  been  an 
agreeable  amufement  in  a  conilantfolitude.  Providence 
has  been  pleafed  to  lead  me  out  of  the  great  roads  of 
life,  into  a  private  path;  where,  though  we  have  leifure 
to  choofe  the  fmootheft  way,  yet  we  are  all  fure  to  meet 
many  obftacles  in  the  journey :  I  have  found  poetry  an 
innocent  companion,  and  fupport  from  the  fatigues  of 
it;  how  long,  or  how  fliort,  the  future  ftages  of  it  are 
to  be,  as  it  is  uncertain,  fo  it  is  a  folly  to  be  over-foli- 
citous  about  it ;  he  that  lives  the  longeft,  has  but  the 
fmall  privilege  of  creeping  more  leifurely  than  others  to 
Ms  grave;  what  we  call  living,  is  in  reality  but  a 
longer  time  of  dying :  and  if  thefe  verfes  prove  as 
ihort-lived  as  their  author,  it  is  a  lofs  not  worth  re- 
gretting; they  only  die,  as  they  were  born,  in  ob- 
fcurity. 
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H.ABBAKKUK, 

CHAP.     III.      PARAPHRASED. 
An  Ode,  written  in  1710,  as  anExercife. 

VV  H  E  N,  in  a  glorious  terrible  array. 
From  Paran's  towering  height  th'  Almighty  took  his 
Borne  on  a  cherub's  wings  he  rode,  [way.; 

Intolerable  day  proclaimed  the  God ; 
No  earthly  cloud 
Could  his  effulgent  brightnefs  fhroud : 
Glory,  and  majelly,  and  power, 
March'd  in  a  dreadful  pomp  before ; 
Behind,  a  grim  and  meagre  train. 
Pining  ficknefs,  frantic  pain, 
Stalk'd  widely  on  1  with  all  the  difmal  band. 
Which  heaven  in  anger  fends  to  fcourge  a  guilty  land. 

With  terror  cloath'd,  he  downward  flew. 
And  wither'd  half  the  nations  with  a  view 5 
Through  half  the  nations  of  th'  ailoniih'd  earth 

He  fcatter'd  war,  and  plagues,  and  dearth  I 
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And  when  he  fpoke, 
The  everlafling  hills  from  their  foundations  fliook ; 
The  trembling  mountains,  by  a  lowly  nod. 

With  reverence  firuck:,  confefs'd  the  God  : 
On  Sion's  holy  hill  he  took  his  ftand, 
Grafping  omnipotence  in  his  right  hand  ; 

Then  mighty  earthquakes  rock'd  the  ground. 
And  the  fun  darken'd  as  he  frown'd : 
He  dealt  afHidion  from  his  van. 
And  wild  confufion  from  his  rear; 
They  through  the  tents  of  Cuflian  ran. 
The  tents  of  Cufhan  quak'd  with  fear. 
And  Midian  trembled  with  defpair. 
*  I  fee !  his  fword  wave  naked  in  the  air ; 
It  fheds  around  a  baleful  ray. 
The  rains  pour  down,  the  lightnings  play. 
And  on  their  wings  vindi(flive  thunders  bear. 

When  through  the  mighty  flood 

He  led  the  murmuring  crowd. 
What  ail'd  the  rivers  that  they  backward  fled  f 

Why  was  the  mighty  flood  afraid  ? 
March'd  he  againft  the  rivers  ?  or  was  he. 

Thou  mighty  flood  I  difpleas'd  at  thee  ? 


Variation. 
I  fee  his  fword  wave  with  redoubled  Ire. 
Ah!  hae  it  fet  the  very  clouds  on  fire? 
The  clouds  burlt  down  in  deluges  of  ihowers; 
Fierce  lightning  flames,  vindidive  thunder  roars. 

The 
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The  flood  beheld  from  far 
The  deity  in  all  his  equipage  of  war; 
And  lo !  at  once  it  burAs !  in  diverfe  falls 
On  either  hand !  it  fvvells  in  cryllal  walls ! 
Th'  eternal  rocks  difclofe !  the  toffing  waves 
Rufh  in  loud  thunder  from  a  thoufand  caves ! 
Why  tremble  ye,  O  faithlefs !  to  behold 

The  opening  deeps  their  gulphs  unfald  ? 
Enter  the  dreadful  chafms !  'tis  God,  who  guides 
Your  wondrous  way  !  the  God  who  rules  the  tides ! 
And  lo !  they  march  amid  the  deafening  roar 
Of  tumbling  Teas !  they  mount  the  adverfe  {hore ! 
Advance,  ye  chofen  tribes ! Arabia's  fands 

Lonely,  uncomfortable  lands ! 
Void  of  fountain,  void  of  rain, 

Oppofe  their  burning  coafts  in  vain! 
See !  the  great  prophet  ftand. 

Waving  his  wonder-working  wand ! 

He  ftrikes  the  ftubborn  rock,  and  lo ! 
The  ftubborn  rock  feels  the  Almighty  blow ! 
His  ftony  entrails  burft,  and  rufhing  torrents  flow. 

*Then  did  the  fun  his  fiery  couriers  flay. 
And  backward  held  the  falling  day ; 


Variation. 
*  Ah,  what  new  fcenes  unfold,  what  voice  I  hear ! 
Sun,  ftand  thou  ftill;  thou  moon,  thy  courfe  forbear : 
Ah,  ....  fun,  thy  wheels  obedient  ftay, 
Doubling  the  fplendors  of  the  wondrous  day. 

Lz  The 
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Tlie  nimble-footed  minutes  ceas'd  to  run, 

And  urge  the  lazy  hours  on. 
Time  hung  his  unexpanded  wings. 

And  all  the  fecret  fprings 

That  carry  on  the  year, 

Stopp'd  in  their  full  career :     ' 

Then  the  aftonifh'd  moon 

Forgot  her  going  down ; 
And  paler  grew. 

The  difmal  fcene  to  view. 
How  through  the  trembling  Pagan  nation, 
Th*  Almighty  ruin  dealt,  and  ghaftly  defolation. 

But  v/hy,  ah!  why,  O  Sion,  reigns 
Wide  wafting  havock  o'er  thy  plains  ? 
Ah,  me !  deftru6lion  is  abroad  ! 
Vengeance  is  loofe,  and  wrath  from  God  I 
See !  hofts  of  fpoilers  feize  their  prey  1 
See !  flaughter  marks  in  blood  his  way ! 


The  nimble-footed  minutes  ceafe  to  run 

And  urge  the  lazy  hours  on. 
Time  hangs  his  unexpanded  wings, 
And  all  the  fecret  fprings 
That  carry  on  the  year 
Stop  in  their  full  career  J 
At  once  th'  aftonifh'd  moon     • 
Forgets  her  going  down, 
And  paler  grows, 
To  view  th'  amazing  train  of  woes  j 
While  through  the  trembling  Pagan  nation, 
Th'  Almighty 'ruin  deals,  and  ghaftly  defchtion. 

See! 
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See !  how  embattled  Babylon 
Like  an  unruly  deluge  rufhes  on ! 

Lo !  the  field  with  millions  fwarms ! 
I  hear  their  (houts !  their  clalhing  arms  [ 
Now  the  conflidling  hofts  engage. 
With  more  than  mortal  rage  1  ■ 

Oh!  heaven!  I  faint 1  die! 

The  yielding  powers  of  Ifrael  fly  !— — 
Now  banner'd  hofts  furround  the  walls 
Of  Sion!  now  ihe  finks,  fhe  falls ! 
Ah !  Sion,  how  for  thee  I  mourn ! 

What  pangs  for  thee  I  feel ! 
Ah !  how  art  thou  become  the  Pagans'  fcorn. 

Lovely,  unhappy  Ifrael ! 

A  fhivering  damp  invades  my  heart, 
A  trembling  horror  Ihoots  through  every  part; 

My  nodding  frame  can  fcarce  fuftain 

Th'  oppreflive  load  I  undergo : 

Speechlefs  I  iigh !  the  envious  woe 
Forbids  the  very  pleafure  to  complain : 

Forbids  my  faultering  tongue  to  tell 
What  pangs  for  thee  I  feel. 

Lovely,  unhappy  Ifrael  1 

Yet  though  the  fig-tree  ihould  no  burthen  bear. 
Though  vines  delude  the  promife  of  the  year; 
Yet  though  the  olive  fhould  not  yield  her  oil. 
Nor  the  parch'd  glebe  reward  the  peafant's  toil ; 
Though  the  tir'd  ox  beneath  his  labours  fall. 
And  herds  in  millions  perifh  from  the  flail; 

L3  Yet 
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Yet  (hall  my  grateful  ftrings 
For  ever  praife  thy  name. 
For  ever  thee  proclaim. 
Thee  everlafling  God,  the  mighty  King  of  kings. 

TO         BELINDA, 

ON    HER    SICKNESS    AND    RECOVERY, 

SURE  never  pain  fuch  beauty  wore. 
Or  look'd  fo  amiable  before  ! 
You  graces  give  to  a  difeafe. 
Adorn  the  pain,  and  make  it  pleafe : 
Thus  burning  incenfe  ihcds  perfumes. 
Still  fragrant  as  it  flill  confumes. 

Nor  can  even  ficknefs,  which  difarms 
All  other  nymphs,  deftroy  your  charms ; 
A  thoufand  beauties  you  can  fpare. 
And  ftill  be  faireft  of  the  fair. 

But  fee!  the  pain  begins  to  fly  ; 
Though  Venus  bled,  flie  could  not  die  : 
See !  the  new  Phoenix  point  her  eyes. 
And  lovelier  from  her  afhes  rife : 
Thus  rofes,  when  the  ftorm  is  o'er. 
Draw  beauties  from  th'  inclement  ihower. 

Welcome,  ye  hours !  which  thus  repay 
What  envious  ficknefs  ftole  away  ! 
Welcome  as  thofe  which  kindly  bring. 
And  ulher  in  the  joyous  fpring ; 
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That  to  the  fmiling  earth  reftore 
The  beauteous  herb,  and  blooming  flower. 
And  give  her  all  the  charms  fhe  loll 
By  wintery  ilorms,  and  hoary  froft  1 

And  yet  how  well  did  fne  fuftain. 
And  greatly  triumph  o'er  her  pain ! 
So  flowers,  when  blailing  winds  invade. 
Breathe  fvveet,  and  beautifully  fade. 

Now  in  her  cheeks,  and  radiant  eyes. 
New  bluflies  glow,  new  lightnings  rife ; 
Behold  a  thoufand  charms  facceed. 
For  which  a  thoufand  hearts  muft  bleed ! 
Brighter  from  her  difeafe  Ihe  fliines. 
As  fire  the  precious  gold  refines. 

Thus  when  the  filent  grave  becomes 
Pregnant  with  life,  as  fruitful  wombs ; 
When  the  wide  feas,  and  fpacious  earth, 
Refign  us  to  our  fecond  birth  ; 
Our  moulder'd  frame  rebuilt  afi'umes 
New  beauty,  and  for  ever  blooms ; 
And,  crown'd  with  youth's  immortal  pride. 
We  angels  rife,  who  mortals  dy'd. 
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TO        BELINDTi, 

ON    HER    APRON    EMBROIDERED   WITH    ARMS 
AND  FLOWERS. 

*   '  I  ^HE  liftenlng  trees  Amphion  drew 

JL      To  dance  from  hills,  where  once  they  grew : 
But  you  exprefs  a  power  more  great ; 
The  flowers  you  draw  not,  but  create. 

Behold  your  own  creation  rife. 
And  fmile  beneath  your  radiant  eyes  I 
'Tis  beauteous  all !  and  yet  receives 
From  you  more  graces  than  it  gives. 

But  fay,  amid  the  fofter  charms 
Of  blooming  flowers,  what  mean  thefe  arms  B 
So  round  the  fragrance  of  the  rofe. 
The  pointed  thorn,  to  guard  ii,  grows. 

But  cruel  you,  who  thus  employ 
Both  arms  and  beauty  to  deftroy ! 
So  Venus  marches  to  the  fray 
In,  armour,  formidably  gay. 


Variation. 
*  The  lovely  Flora  paints  the  earth. 
And  calls  the  morning  flowers  to  birth : 
But  you  difplay  a  power  more  great ; 
She  calls  fortli  flowers^  but  ycu  create. 
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It  is  a  dreadful  pleafing  fight ! 
The  flowers  attrad,  the  arms  affright; 
The  flowers  with  lively  beauty  bloom. 
The  arms  denounce  an  inftant  doom. 

Thus,  when  the  Britons  in  array 
Their  enfigns  to  the  fun  difplay. 
In  the  fame  flag  are  lilies  fliown. 
And  angry  lions  fiernly  frown  ; 
On  high  the  glittering  ftandard  flies. 
And  conquers  all  things — like  your  eyes. 


Part  of  the  XXXVIIIth  and   XXXIXth  Chapters  of 
JOB. 
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NOW  from  the  fplendors  of  his  bright  abode 
On  wings  of  all  the  winds  th'  Almighty  rodC; 
And  the  loud  voice  of  thunder  fpoke  the  God. 
Cherubs,  and  feraphs  from  coelellial  bowers. 
Ten  thoufand  thoufand !  bright,  ethereal  powers  I 
Minillrant  round,  their  radiant  files  unfold, 
Arm'd  in  eternal  adamant,  and  gold ! 
Whirlwinds  and  thundrous  llorms  his  chariot  drew 
'Tween  worlds  and  worlds,  triumphant  as  it  flew; 
He  ftretch'd  his  dark  pavilion  o'er  the  floods. 
Bade  hills  fubfide,  and  rein'd  th*  obedient  clouds ; 
Then  from  his  awful  gloom  the  godhead  fpoke. 
And  at  his  voice  aflrighted  nature  Ihook. 

Vam 
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Vain  man !  who  boldly  with  dim  reafon's  ray 
Vies  with  his  God,  and  rivals  his  full  day ! 
*  But  tell  me  now,  fay  how  this  beauteous  frame 
Of  all  things,  from  the  womb  of  nothing  came; 
When  nature's  Lord  with  one  Almighty  call 
From  no-where  rais'd  the  world's  capacious  ball  ? 
Say  if  thy  hand  direds  the  various  rounds 
Of  the  vaft  earth,  and  circumfcribes  the  bounds  ? 
How  orbs  oppos'd  to  orbs  amid  the  fky. 
In  concert  move,  and  dance  in  harmony  ? 
What  wondrous  pillars  their  foundations  bear 
When  hung  felf-balanc'd  in  the  fluid  air  ? 
Why  the  vaft  tides  fometimes  with  wanton  play 
In  fhining  mazes  gently  glide  away; 
Anon,  why  fwelling  with  impetuous  ftores 
Tumultuous  tumbling,  thunder  to  the  ihores  ? 
By  thy  command  does  fair  Aurora  rife. 
And  gild  with  purple  beams  the  bluiliing  fkies ; 
The  warbling  lark  falutes  her  chearful  ray. 
And  welcomes  with  his  fong  the  rifmg  day ; 
The  rifmg  day  ambrofial  dew  diftils, 
Th'  ambrosial  dew  with  balmiy  odour  fills 
The  flowers,  the  flowers  rejoice,  and  nature  fm.iles. 


] 


Variation. 

*  But  tpJl  me,  mortal,  when  th'  Almighty  laid. 
Be  made,  ye  worlds !  how  worlds  at  once  were  made ; 
When  hofts  of  angels  wrapt  in  wonder  fang 
His  praife  as  order  from  diforder  fprung? 

Why 
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"V^Tiy  night,  in  fable  rob'd,  as  day-light  fades. 

O'er  half  the  nations  draws  her  awful  fhades? 

Now  peaceful  nature  lies  diffus'd  in  eafe ; 

A  folemn  ftillnefs  reigns  o'er  land  and  feas. 

*  Sleep  (heds  o'er  all  his  balm !  to  fleep  refign'd. 

Birds,  beafts  lie  hulh'd,  and  bufy  human-kind. 

No  air  of  breath  difturbs  the  drowzy  woods. 

No  whifpers  murmur  from  the  filent  floods ! 

The  moon  fheds  down  a  filver-ftreaming  light. 

And  glads  the  melancholic  face  of  night : 

Now  clouds  fwift-{kimming  veil  hec  lullied  ray, 

+  Now  bright  fhe  blazes  with  a  fuller  day : 

The  ilars  in  order  twinkle  in  the  fides. 

And  fall  in  filence,  and  in  filence  rife : 

Till,  as  a  giant  llrong,  a  bridegroom  gay. 

The  fun  fprings  dancing  through  the  gates  of  day ; 

He  ftiakes  his  dewy  locks,  and  hurls  his  beams 

O'er  the  proud  hills,  and  down  the  glowing  ftreams : 

His  fiery  courfers  bound  above  the  main. 

And  whirl  the  car  along  th'  ethereal  plain : 


Variatioks. 
*  No  more  the  monfters  of  the  defert  roar. 
Doubling  the  terrors  of  the  midnight  hour. 
The  fowl,  the  fiihes,  to  repofe  refign'd. 
All,  all  lie  huih'd,  and  bufy  human-kind. 
The  fainting  murmur  dies  upon  the  floods. 
And  fighing  breezes  lull  the  drowzy  woods. 
4-  Now  bright  fhe  blazes,  and  fupplics  the  dav. 

The 


} 
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The  fiery  courfers  and  the  car  difplay 

A  ftream  of  glory,  and  a  flood  of  day. 

Did  e'er  thy  eye  defcend  into  the  deep. 

Or  haft  thou  feen  where  infant  tempefts  fleep  ? 

Was  e*er  the  grave,  or  regions  of  the  night. 

Yet  trod  by  thee,  or  open'd  to  thy  fight  ? 

Has  death  difclos'd  to  thee  her  gloomy  flate. 

The  ghaftly  forms,  the  various  woes  that  wait 

In  terrible  array  before  her  awful  gate  ? 

Know'il:  thou  where  darknefs  bears  eternal  fway. 

Or  where  the  fource  of  everlafting  day  ? 

Say,  why  the  thriving  hail  with  ruihing  found 

Pours  from  on  high,  and  rattles  on  the  ground  ? 

Why  hover  fnows,  down-wavering  by  degrees. 

Shine  from  the  hills,  or  glitter  from  the  trees  ? 

Say,  why,  in  lucid  drops,  the  balmy  rain 

With  fparkling  gems  impearls  the  fpangled  plain  ? 

Or,  gathering  in  the  vale,  a  current  flows. 

And  on  each  flower  a  fudden  fpring  beftows  ? 

Say,  why  with  gentle  fighs  the  evening  breeze 

Salutes  the  flowers,  or  murmurs  through  the  trees  ? 

Or  why  loud  winds  in  florms  of  vengeance  fly. 

Howl  o'er  the  main,  and  thunder  in  the  Iky  ? 

Say,  to  what  wondrous  magazines  repair 

The  viewlefs  beings,  when  ferene  the  air? 

Till,  from  their  dungeons  loos'd,  they  roar  aloud. 

Upturn  whole  oceans,  and  tofs  cloud  on  cloud. 

While  waves  encountering  waves,  in  mountains  driven. 

Swell  to  the  ftarry  vault,  and  dafli  the  heaven. 

Knovv'H 
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Know' ft  thou,  why  comets  threaten  in  the  air. 

Heralds  of  woe,  deftruftion,  and  defpair. 

The  plague,  the  fvvord,  and  all  tie  forms  of  war? 

On  ruddy  wings  why  forky  lightning  flies. 

And  rolling  thunder  grumbles  in  the  ikies  ? 

Say,  can  thy  voice,  when  fultry  Sirius  reigns. 

And  funs  intenfely  glowing  cleave  the  plains, 

Th'  exhaufted  urns  of  thirlty  fprings  fupply. 

And  mitigate  the  fever  of  the  fky  ? 

Or,  when  the  heavens  are  charg'd  with  gloomy  clouds^ 

And  half  the  ikies  precipitate  in  floods, 

Chace  the  dark  horror  of  the  fiorm  away, 

Reilrain  the  deluge,  and  rellore  the  day  ? 

By  thee  does  fummer  deck  herfelf  with  charms. 

Or  hoary  winter  lock  his  frozen  arms  ? 

Say,  if  thy  hand  inftruft  the  rofe  to  glow. 

Or  to  the  lily  give  unfullied  (now  ? 

Teach  fruits  to  knit  from  bloiToms  by  degrees. 

Swell  into  orbs,  and  load  the  bending  trees, 

Whofe  various  kinds  a  various  hue  unfold. 

With  crimfon  bluih,  or  burnifh  into  gold  ? 

Say,  why  the  fun  arrays  with  fhining  dyes 

The  gaudy  bow  that  gilds  the  gloomy  ikies  ? 

He  from  his  urn  pours  forth  his  golden  flreams. 

And  humid  clouds  imbibe  the  glittering  beams ; 

Sweetly  the  varying  colours  fade  or  rife. 

And  the  vaft  arch  embraces  half  the  ikies. 

Say,  didft  thou  give  the  mighty  feas  their  bars, 

Fill  air  with  fowl,  or  light  up  heaven  with  Hars, 

Whofe 
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Whofe  thoufand  times  ten  thoufand  lamps  difplay 

A  friendly  radiance,  mingling  ray  with  ray? 

Say,  canft  thou  rule  the  courfers  of  the  fun. 

Or  lafli  the  lazy  fign,  Bootes,  on  ? 

Doil  thou  inftruft  the  eagle  how  to  fly. 

To  mount  the  viewlefs  winds,  and  tower  the  fky? 

On  founding  pinions  borne,  he  foars,  and  fhrouds 

His  proud  afpiring  head  among  the  clouds ; 

Strong-pounc'd,  and  fierce,  he  darts  upon  his  prey. 

He  fails  in  triumph  through  th'  ethereal  way. 

Bears  on  the  fun,  and  bafxis  in  open  day. 

Does  the  dread  King,  and  terror  of  the  wood. 

The  lion,  from  thy  hand  exped  his  food  ? 

Stung  with  keen  hunger  from  his  den  he  comes. 

Ranges  the  plains,  and  o'er  the  foreft  roams : 

*  He  fnuffs  the  track  of  beads,  he  fiercely  roars. 

Doubling  the  horrors  of  the  midnight  hours: 

With  fuUen  majefty  he  ftalks  away. 

And  the  rocks  tremble  while  he  feeks  his  prey : 

Dreadful  he  grins,  he  rends  the  favage  brood 

With  unflieath'd  paws,  and  churns  the  fpouting  blood 

Doft  thou  with  thunder  arm  the  generous  horfe. 

Add  nervous  limbs,  or  fwiftnefj  for  the  courfe  ? 

Fleet  as  the  wind,  he  ftioots  along  the  plain. 

And  knows  no  check,  nor  hears  the  curbing  rein ; 


Variation. 

*  He  mocks  the  beathig  ftorms  and  wintery  ihowers, 
Making  night  hideous,  as  he  fternly  roars. 

His 
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His  fiery  eye-balls,  formidably  bright. 

Dart  a  fierce  glory,  and  a  dreadful  light : 

Pleas'd  with  the  clank  of  arms,  and  trumpets'  found. 

He  bounds,  and  prancing  paws  the  trembling  ground; 

He  fnuffs  the  promis'd  battle  from  afar. 

Neighs  at  the  captains,  fliouts,  and  thunder  of  the  war : 

Rouz'd  with  the  noble  din  and  martial  fight, 

He  pants  v,  ith  tumults  of  fevere  delight : 

His  fprightly  blood  an  even  courfe  difdains. 

Fours  from  his  heart,  and  charges  in  his  veins ; 

He  braves  the  fpear,  and  mocks  the  twanging  bow. 

Demands  the  fight,  and  rullies  on  the  foe. 


MELANCHOLY: 
AN    ODE. 

Occafioned  by  the  Death  of  a  beloved  Daughter.  1 723. 

ADIEU  vain  mirth,  and  noify  joys  I 
Ye  gay  defires,  deluding  toys ! 
Thou,  thoughtful  Melancholy,  deign 
To  hide  me  in  thy  penfive  train ! 

If  by  the  fall  of  murmuring  floods. 
Where  awful  ihades  embrown  the  woods. 
Or  if,  where  winds  in  caverns  groan. 
Thou  wandereft  filent  and  alone ; 

Come,  blifsful  mourner,  wifely  fad. 
In  forrow's  garb,  in  fable  clad. 
Henceforth,  thou  Care,  my  hours  employ  ! 
Sorrow,  be  thou  henceforth  my  joy ! 

By 
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By  tombs  where  fuUen  fpirits  ftalk. 
Familiar  with  the  dead  1  walk ; 
While  to  my  fighs  and  groans  by  turns. 
From  graves  the  midnight  echo  mourns. 

Open  thy  marble  jaws,  O  tomb. 
Though  earth  conceal  me  in  thy  womb ! 
And  you,  ye  worms,  this  frame  confound, 
Ye  brother  reptiles  of  the  ground  I 

O  life,  frail  offspring  of  a  day ! 
'Tis  puff 'd  with  one  fhort  gafp  away ! 
Swift  as  the  fhort-liv'd  flower  it  flies. 
It  fprings,  it  blooms,  it  fades,  it  dies. 

With  cries  we  ufher  in  our  birth. 
With  groans  relign  our  tranfient  breath : 
While  round,  ftern  minifters  of  fate. 
Pain,  and  difeafe,  and  forrow  wait. 

While  childhood  reigns,  the  fportive  boy 
Learns  only  prettily  to  toy ; 
And,  while  he  rove5  from  play  to  play. 
The  wanton  trifles  life  away. 

When  to  the  noon  of  life  we  rife. 
The  man  grows  elegant  in  vice ; 
To  glorious  guilt  in  courts  he  climbs. 
Vilely  judicious  in  his  crimes. 

When  youth  ^nd  ftrength  in  age  are  loft, 
Man  feems  already  half  a  ghoft ; 
Wither'd,  and  wan,  to  earth  he  bows, 
A  walking  hofpital  of  woes. 
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Oh  !  happinefs,  thou  empty  name ! 
Say,  art  thou  bought  by  gold  or  fame  ? 
What  art  thou,  gold,  but  {hining  earth  ? 
Thou,  common  fame,  but  common  breath  ? 

If  virtue  contradid  the  voice 
Of  public  fame,  applaufe  is  noife ; 
Ev'n  vi£lors  are  by  conquefl  curft. 
The  braveft  warrior  is  the  worft. 

Look  round  on  all  that  man  below 
Idly  calls  great,  and  all  is  ihow  I 
All,  to  the  coffin  from  our  birth. 
In  this  vaft  toy-fhop  of  the  earth. 

Come  then,  O  friend  of  virtuous  woe. 
With  folemn  pace,  demure,  and  flow : 
Lo !  fad  and  ferious,  I  purfue 
Thy  fteps — adieu,  vain  world,  adieu  ! 


Vol.  XLIV.  M  DAVHNIS 


i^a  BRQPME^S     POEMS. 

DAPHNIS     AND     LYCIDAS: 

A      PASTORAL. 

They  fing  the  diiFerent  Succefs  and  Abfcnce  of  their 
Loves. 

To    the    Right    Honourable    the    Lord    Vifcount 
Town SH END,  of  Rainham  in  Norfolk. 

— — "  Sylvae  funt  Confule  dignse.'*  Vjrg. 

D  A  P  H  N  I  S. 

HOW  calm  the  evening !  fee  the  falling  day 
Gilds  every  mountain  with  a  ruddy  ray  1 
In  gentle  fighs  the  foftly  whifpering  bjeeze 
Salutes  the  flowers,  and  waves  the  trembling  trees ; 
Hark  1  the  night-warbler,  from  yon  vocal  boughs. 
Glads  every  valley  with  melodious  woes ! 
Swift  through  the  air  her  rounds  the  fwallow  takes. 
Or  fportive  ficims  the  level  of  the  lakes. 
The  timorous  deer,  fwift-flarting  as  they  graze. 
Bound  off  in  crowds,  then  turn  again,  and  gaze. 
See !  how  yon  fwans,  with  fnovvy  pride  elate. 
Arch  their  high  necks,  and  fail  along  in  ftate ! 
Thy  friiking  flocks  fafe -wandering  crop  the  plain. 
And  the  glad  feafon  claims  a  gladfome  firain. 

Begin Ye  echoes  Hften  to  the  fong. 

And,  with  its  fweetnefs  pleas'd,  each  note  prolong ! 
•  '  Lycidas. 
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L  Y  C  I  DAS. 

Sing,  Mufe — and  oh!  may  Townfliend  deign  to  view 
What  the  Mufe  fmgs,  to  Tovvnfhend  this  is  due  I 
Who,  carrying  with  him  all  the  world  admires. 
From  all  the  world  illiiMoully  retires ; 
And,  calmly  wandering  in  his  Rainham,  roves 
By  lake,  or  fpring,  by  thicket,  lawn,  or  groves; 
Where  verdant  hills,  or  vales,  where  fountains  firay. 
Charm  every  thought  of  idle  pomp  away ; 
Unenvy'd  views  the  fplendid  toils  of  ilate. 
In  private  happy,  as  in  public  great. 

Thus  godlike  Scipio,  on  whofe  cares  recHn'd 
The  burthen  and  repofe  of  half  mankind. 
Left  to  the  vain  their  pomp,  and  calmly  llray'd. 
The  world  forgot,  beneath  the  laurel  Ihade ; 
Nor  longer  would  be  great,  bur,  void  of  ilirife, 
Clos'd  in  foft  peace  his  eve  of  glorious  life. 

Feed  round,  my  goats ;  ye  fheep,  in  fafety  graze ; 
Ye  winds,  breathe  gently  while  I  tune  my  lavs. 

The  joyous  fpring  draws  nigh  !   ambroH.il  ihowers 
Unbind  the  earth,  the  earth  unbinds  the  ilowers. 
The  flowers  blow  fweet,  the  daffodils  unfold 
The  fpreading  glories  of  their  blooming  go]J. 

D  A  p  K  x%- 1  s. 

As  the  gay  hours  advance,  the  bloflbm.s  fnoot. 
The  knitting  bioffoms  harden  into  fruit ; 
And  as  the  autumn  by  degrees  enfues. 
The  mellowing  fruits  difplay  their  itreaky  hues. 

M  z  Lycidas. 
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L  Y  C  I  D  A  S. 

When  the  winds  whiftle,  and  the  tempeft  roars. 
When  foaming  billows  lafli  the  founding  fhores. 
The  bloomy  beauties  of  the  paftures  die. 
And  in  gay  heaps  of  fragrant  ruin  lie. 

Da  p  h  n  I  s. 

Severe  the  llorms !  when  fhuddering  winter  binds 
The  earth!  but  winter  yields  to  vernal  winds. 
Oh  1  Love,  thy  rigour  my  whole  life  deforms. 
More  cold  than  winter,  more  fevere  than  ilorms ! 

Ly  c  I  da  s. 
Sweet  is  the  fpring,  and  gay  the  fummer  hours. 
When  balmy  odours  breathe  from  painted  flowers ; 
Bur  neither  fweet  the  fpring,  nor  fummer  gay. 
When  Ihe  I  love,  my  charmer,  is  away. 

Da  p  H  N  1  s. 
To  favage  rocks,  through  bleak  inclement  fkies. 
Deaf  as  thofe  rocks,  from  me  my  fair-one  flies ; 
Oh  !  virgin,  ceafe  to  fly !  th'  inclement  air 
May  hurt  thy  charms  1 — but  thou  haft  charms  to  fpare ! 

Ly  CI  da  s. 
I  love,  and  ever  ftiall  my  love  remain. 
The  faireil,  kindell  virgin  of  the  plain ; 
With  equal  pafiion  her  foft  bofom  glows. 
Feels  the  fweet  pains,  and  Ihares  the  heavenly  woes. 

Daphnis. 
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D  A  P  H  N  1  S. 

With  a  feiga'd  paiTion,  (he  I  love,  beguiles. 
And  gayly  falfe  the  cear  diflembler  fmiles ; 
But  let  her  flill  thofc  bleft  deceits  employ. 
Still  may  fhe  feign,  and  cheat  me  into  joy  I 

Ly  c  I  d  as. 

On  yonder  bank  the  yielding  nymph  reclin'd, 
Gods  1  how  tranrported  I,  and  fhe  how  kind ! 
There  rife,  ye  flowers,  and  there  your  pride  difplay. 
There  flied  your  odours  where  the  fair-one  lay  1 

D  A  P  H  N  I  s. 

Once,  as  my  fair-one  in  the  rofy  bower 

In  gentle  flumbers  pafs'd  the  noon-tide  hour. 

Soft  I  approach'd,  and  raptur'd  with  the  blifs 

At  leifure  gazM,  then  ftole  a  filent  kifs : 

She  wakM ;  when  confcious  fmiles,  but  ill  reprefi:. 

Spoke  no  difdainl — Was  ever  fvvain  fo  bleft? 

Ly  c  I  d  a  s. 

With  fragrant  apples  from  the  bending  bough 
In  fport  my  charmer  gave  her  fwain  a  blow : 
The  fair  oitender,  of  my  wrath  afraid. 
Fled,  till  I  feiz'd  and  kifs'd  the  blooming  maid : 
She  fmil'd,  and  vow'd  if  thus  her  crimes  I  pay. 
She  would  offend  a  thoufand  times  a  day  I 

D  a  P  H  N  I  s. 
O'er  the  fteep  mountain,  and  the  pathlefs  mead. 
From  my  embrace  the  lovely  fcorner  fled ; 

M  3  But 
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But  ftumbling  in  the  flight,  by  chance  (he  fell: 
I  faw — but  what— her  lover  will  not  tell  I 

Ly  c  I  D  A  s. 
From  me  my  fair-one  fled,  diflembling  play. 
And  in  the  dark  conccal'd  the  wanton  lay ; 
But  laugh'd,  and  fhow'd  by  the  direding  found 
She  only  hid,  in  fecrct  to  be  found. 

D  A  P  H  N  I  s. 

Far  hence  to  happier  climes  Belinda  ftrays. 
But  in  my  brcaft  her  lovely  image  flays; 
Oh  1  to  thefe  plains  again,  bright  nymph,  repair. 
Or  from  my  breafl  far  hence  thy  image  bear ! 

Ly  c  I  d  as. 

Come,  Delia,  come !  till  Delia  blefs  thefe  feats. 
Hide  me,  ye  groves,  within  your  dark  retreats ! 
In  hollow  groans,  ye  winds,  around  me  blow  I 
Ye  bubblmg  fountains,  murmur  to  my  woe  1 

D  A  ?  H  N  I  S. 

Where'er  Belinda  roves,  ye  Zephyrs,  play ! 
Where'er  Ihe  treads,  ye  flowers,  adorn  the  way  I 
From  fultry  funs,  ye  groves,  ray  charmer  keep ! 
Ye  bubbling  fountains,  murmur  to  her  fleepl 

L  Y  CI  D  A  S. 

If  ftreams  fm.ooth-wandering,  Delia,  yield  delight ; 
If  the  gay  rofe,  or  lily,  pleafe  thy  fight; 

Smooth 
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Smooth  flreams  here  wander,  here  the  rofes  glow. 
Here  the  proud  lilies  rife  to  fliade  thy  browj 

D  A  P  H  N  I  s. 
Aid  me,  ye  Mufes,  while  I  loud  proclaim 
What  love  infpires,  and  fmg  Belinda's  name : 
Waft  it,  ye  breezes,  to  the  hills  around ; 
And  fport,  ye  echoes,  with  the  favourite  found. 

L  y  c  I  D  A  s. 
Thy  name,  my  Delia,  fnail  improve  my  fong. 
The  pleafmg  labour  of  my  ravifh'd  tongue : 
Her  name  to  heaven  propitious  Zephyrs  bear^ 
And  breathe  it  to  her  kindred  angels  there  1 

D  A  P  H  N  I  s. 

But  fee !  the  night  difplays  her  ftarry  train. 

Soft  iilver  dews  impearl  the  glittering  plain; 

An  awful  horror  fills  the  gloomy  woods. 

And  bluiih  mifts  rife  from  the  fmoaking  floods : 

*  Hafte,  Daphnis,  halle  to  fold  thy  v/oolly  care. 

The  deepening  fuades  imbrown  th'  unvvholefome  air. 


Variation. 
*  Huftc,  Lycidas,  to  fold,  &c. 


M4  THE 
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THE    FIRST    ODE    OF    HORACE, 

Translated. 

MAECENAS,  whofe  high  lineage  fprings 
From  a  long  race  of  ancient  kings. 
Patron  and  friend  !  thy  honoured  name 
At  once  is  my  defence  and  fame. 

There  are,  who  with  fond  tranfport  praife 
The  chariot  thundering  in  the  race ; 
Where  conqueft  won,  and  palms  beftow'd. 
Lift  the  proud  mortal  to  a  God. 

The  man  who  courts  the  people's  voice. 
And  doats  on  offices  and  noife; 
Or  they  who  till  the  peaceful  fields. 
And  reap  what  bounteous  nature  yields, 
Unmov'd,  the  merchant's  wealth  behold. 
Nor  hazard  happinefs  for  gold ; 
Untempted  by  whole  worlds  of  gain 
To  flem  the  billows  of  the  main. 

The  merchant,  when  the  llorm  invades. 
Envies  the  quiet  of  the  (hades ; 
But  foon  relaunches  from  the  fhore. 
Dreading  the  crime  of  being  poor  1 

Some  carelefs  wafte  the  mirthful  day 
V/ith  generous  wines,  and  wanton  play. 
Indulgent  of  the  genial  hour. 
By  fpring,  or  riU,  or  fhade,  or  bower. 

Some 


FIRST     ODE     OF     HORACE.       J65 

Some  hear  with  joy  the  clanging  jar 
Of  trumpets,  that  alarm  to  war ; 
While  matrons  tremble  at  the  breath 
That  calls  their  fons  to  arms  and  death. 

The  Tportfman,  train'd  in  ftorms,  defies 
The  chilling  blaft,  and  freezing  Ikies : 
Unmindful  of  his  bride,  in  vain 
vSoft  beauty  pleads  1  along  the  plain 
The  flag  he  chaces,  or  beguiles 
The  furious  boar  into  his  toils. 

For*  you  the  blooming  ivy  grows. 
Proud  to  adorn  your  learned  brows ; 
Patron  of  letters  you  arife. 
Grow  to  a  God,  and  mount  the  fkies. 

Humbly  in  breezy  Ihades  I  flray 
Where  Sylvans  dance,  and  Satyrs  play; 
Contented  to  advance  my  claim. 
Only  o'er  men  without  a  name ; 
Tranfcribing  what  the  Mufes  ling 
Harmonious  to  the  pipe  or  firing. 

But  if  indulgently  you  deign 
To  rank  me  with  the  Lyric  train. 
Aloft  the  towering  Mufe  fhall  rife 
On  bolder  wings,  and  gain  the  fkies. 


*  Te  Doilarum  Hederae,  &c. 


AN 
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AN        EPISTLE 

To   my    Friend   Mr.  Elijah   Fenton,  Author  of 
Mariamne,  a  Tragedy.    1726. 

WHY  art  thou  flow  to  ftrike  th'  harmonious  (hell, 
Averfe  to  fmg,  who  know'fc  to  img  fo  well  ? 
If  thy  proud  Mufe  the  tragic  bulkin  wears. 
Great  Sophocles  revives  and  re-appears ; 
While,  regularly  bold,  Ihe  nobly  fings 
Strains  worthy  to  detain  the  ears  of  kings : 
If  by  thy  hand  th'  *Homeric  lyre  be  ftriing. 
The  lyre  returns  fuch  founds  as  Homer  fung. 
The  kind  compuliion  of  a  friend  obey. 
And,  though  reludant,  fweil  the  lofty  lay ; 
Then  liftening  groves  once  more  fhall  catch  the  found. 
While  Grecian  Mufes  fmg  on  Britilh  ground. 

Thus  calm  and  filent  thy  own  -}- Proteus  roves 
Through  pearly  mazes,  and  through  coral  groves; 
But  when,  emerging  from  the  azure  main. 
Coercive  bands  th'  unwilling  God  conftrain. 
Then  heaves  his  bofom  v/ith  prophetic  f  res. 
And  his  tongue  fpeaks  fublim.e,  what  heaven  infpires. 

Envy,  'tis  true,  with  barbarous  rage  invades 
What  ev'n  fierce  lightning  fpares,  the  laurel  fhades; 

*  Mr.  Fenton  tranflated  four  books  of  the  Odyfiey. 
•j-  See   the  ftory  of  Proteus,  OdytTey,  lib.  4.   trandated   by 
Mr,  Fenton. 

And 


EPISTLE    TO    MR.     F  E  N  T  O  N.     171 

And  critics,  biafs'd  by  miHaken  rules. 

Like  Turkifh  zealots,  reverence  none  but  fools. 

But  praife  from  fuch  injurious  tongues  is  Ihame ; 

They  rail  the  happy  author  into  fame : 

Thus  Phoebus  through  the  zodiac  takes  his  way. 

And  rifes  amid  monfters  into  day. 

Oh  vilenefs  of  mankind  !  when  writing  welt 

Becomes  a  crime,  and  danger  to  excel ! 

While  noble  fcorn,  my  friend,  fuch  infult  {ees. 

And  flies  from  towns  to  wilds,  from  men  to  trees. 

Free  from  the  lull  of  wealthy  and  glittering  fnares. 
That  make  th'  unhappy  Great  in  love  with  cares. 
Me  humble  joys  in  calm  retirement  pleafe, 
A  nient  happinefs,  and  learned  eafe. 
Deny  me  grandeur,  heaven,  but  goodnefs  grant ! 
A  king  is  lefs  illuilrious  than  a  faint : 
Hail,  holy  virtue  !  come,  thou  heavenly  gueft. 
Come,  fix  thy  pleaiing  empire  in  my  breaft  ! 
*  Thou  know'ft  her  influence,  friend !  thy  chearful  mien 
Proclaims  the  innocence  and  peace  within ; 
Such  joys  as  none  but  fons  of  virtue  know. 
Shine  in  thy  face,  and  in  thy  bofom  glow. 

So  when  the  holy  mount  the  prophet  trod. 
And  talk'd  familiar  as  a  Friend  with  God, 


Variation. 

*  Thou  feel'ft  her  power,  my  friend,  S^c, 

CelelHai 
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Celeflial  radiance  every  feature  flicd, 

And  ambient  glories  dawn'd  around  iiis  head. 

Sure  what  th*  unthinking  Great  miHaken  call 
Their  happinefs,  is  folly,  folly  all ! 
Like  lofty  mountains  in  the  clouds  they  hide 
Their  haughty  heads,  but  fvvell  with  barren  pride ; 
And  while  low  vales  in  ufeful  beauty  lie. 
Heave  their  proud  naked  fummits  to  the  iky. 
In  honour,  as  in  place,  ye  great,  tranfcend  ! 
An  angel  fall'n,  degenerates  to  a  fiend : 
Th'  all-chearing  fun  is  honour'd  with  his  flirines; 
Not  that  he  moves  aloft,  but  that  he  Ihines. 
Why  flames  the  liar  on  Walpole's  generous  breaft  ? 
Not  that  he  's  higheft,  but  becaufe  he  's  bell ; 
Fond  to  oblige  ;  in  blefHng  others,  blell. 

How  wondrous  few,  by  avarice  uncontrol'd. 
Have  virtue  to  fubdue  the  thiril  of  gold ! 
The  ihining  dirt  the  fordid  wretch  enfnares 
To  buy,  with  mighty  treafures,  mighty  cares ; 
Blindly  he  courts,  mifguided  by  the  will, 
A  fpecious  good,  and  meets  a  real  ill : 
So  when  UlylTes  plough'd  the  furgy  main; 
When  now  in  view  appear'd  his  native  reign. 
His  wayward  mates  th'  ^olian  bag  unbind. 
Expelling  treafures,  but  out  rufh'd  a  wind ; 
The  fudden  hurricane  in  thunder  roars. 
Buffets  the  bark,  and  whirls  it  from  the  iLores. 

O  heaven !  by  what  vain  palTions  man  is  fv/ay'd. 
Proud  of  his  reafon,  by  his  will  betray 'd ! 

Blindly 
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Blindly  he  wanders  in  purfuit  of  vice. 
And  hates  confinement,  though  in  paradife ; 
Doom'd,  when  enlarg'd,  inftead  of  Eden's  bowers. 
To  rove  in  wilds,  and  gather  thorns  for  flowers ; 
Between  th'  extremes,  dired:  he  fees  the  way. 
Yet  wilful  fwerves,  perverfely  fond  to  ftray  ! 

V/hilft  niggard  fouls  indulge  their  craving  thirft. 
Rich  v/ithout  bounty,  with  abundance  curftj 
The  Prodigal  purfues  expenfive  vice. 
And  buys  dilhonour  at  a  mighty  price ; 
On  beds  of  ftate  the  fplendid  glutton  lleeps. 
While  ftarving  Merit  unregarded  weeps : 
His  iil-plac'd  bounty,  while  fcorn'd  Virtue  grieves, 
A  dog,  a  fawning  fycophant,  receives ; 
And  cringing  knaves,  or  haughty  ftrumpets,  iliare 
What  would  make  Sorrow  fmile,  and  chear  Defpair. 

Then  would'ft  thou  fleer  where  fortune  fpreads  the 
fails? 
Go,  flatter  vice !  for  feldom  flattery  fails : 
Soft  through  the  ear  the  pleafmg  bane  diftills : 
Delicious  poifon !  in  perfumes  it  kills  1 
Be  all  but  virtuous :  Oh  !  umvife  to  live 
Unfafhionably  good,  and  hope  to  thrive  I 
Trees  that  aloft  with  proudeft  honours  rife, 
Pxoot  hell-ward,  and  thence  flouriih  to  the  Ikies. 

O  happier  thou,  my  friend,  with  eafe  content, 
Bleil  with  the  confcience  of  a  life  well-fpent ! 

Nor 
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Nor  vvouid'ft  be  great ;  but  guide  thy  gather'd  fails. 

Safe  by  the  Ihore,  nor  tempt  the  rougher  gales; 

For  fure,  of  all  that  feel  the  wound  of  fate. 

None  are  completely  wretched  but  the  great : 

Superior  woes,  faperior  ftations  bring ; 

A  peafant  fleeps,  while  cares  awake  a  Idng : 

Who  reigns,  muft  fufFer !  crowns  with  gems  inlaid 

At  once  adorn  and  load  the  royal  head  : 

Change  but  the  fcene,  and  kings  in  dull  decay. 

Swept  from  the  earth  the  pageants  of  a  day ; 

There  no  dillindlions  on  the  dead  await. 

But  pompous  graves,  and  rottennefs  in  Hate. 

Such  now  are  all  that  ihone  on  earth  before  ;  , 

Caefar  and  mighty  Marlborough  are  no  more ! 

Unhallow'd  feet  o'er  awful  Tully  tread. 

And  Hyde  and  Plato  join  the  vulgar  dead; 

And  all  the  glorious  aims  that  can  employ 

The  foul  of  mortals,  muft  with  Hanmer  die : 

O  Compton,  when  this  breath  we  once  relign, 

.My  duft  fnall  be  as  eloquent  as  thine! 

Till  that  laft  hour  which  calls  me  hence  away 
To  pay  that  great  arrear  which  all  muft  pay; 
Oh !  may  I  tread  the  paths  which  faints  have  trod. 
Who  knew  they  walk'd  before  th'  all-feeing  God ! 
Studious  from  ways  of  wicked  men  to  keep. 
Who  mock  at  vice,  while  grieving  angels  weep. 
Come,  tafte,  my  friend  I  the  joys  retirement  brings. 
Look  down  on  royal  flaves,  and  pity  kings. 

More 
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More  happy !  laid  where  trees  with  trees  entwin'd 
In  bowery  arches  tremble  to  the  wind, 
With  innocence  and  fhade  like  Adam  bleft. 
While  a  new  Eden  opens  in  the  breafl ! 
Such  were  the  fcenes  defcending  angels  trod 
In  guiltlcfs  days,  when  man  convers'd  with  God, 
Then  (hall  my  lyre  to  loftier  founds  be  Urung, 
Infpir'd  by  *  Homer,  or  what  thou  haft  fung ; 
My  Mufe  from  thine  fhall  catch  a  warmer  ray; 
As  clouds  are  brighten'd  by  the  God  of  day. 

So  trees  unapt  to  bear,  by  art  refin'd. 
With  liioots  ennobled  of  a  generous  kind. 
High  o'er  the  ground  with  fruits  adopted  rife. 
And  lift  their  fpreading  honours  to  the  iides. 

A        DIALOGUE 

Between  a  Lady  and  her  Look ing-Gl ass,  while 

fhe  had  the  Green-Sicknefs. 

THE  gay  Ophelia  view'd  her  face 
In  the  clear  cryftal  of  her  glafi ; 
The  lightning  from  her  eye  was  fled. 
Her  cheek  was  pale,  the  rofes  dead. 

Then  thus  Ophelia,  with  a  frown  :— 
Art  thou,  falfe  tiling,  perfidious  grown ! 
I  never  could  have  thought,  I  fwear. 
To  find  fo  great  a  flanderer  there ! 

*  Dr.  Broome  tranflAted  eight  books  of  the  OdyfTey. 

Falfo 
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Falfe  thing !  thy  malice  I  defy ! 
Beaux  vow  I  'm  fair — who  never  lye. 
More  brittle  far  than  brittle  thou. 
Would  every  grace  of  woman  grow. 
If  charms  fo  great  fo  foon  decay. 
The  bright  pofleffion  of  a  day  ! 
But  this  I  know,  and  this  declare. 
That  thou  art  falfe,  and  I  am  fair. 

The  glafs  was  vex'd  to  be  bely'd. 
And  thus  with  angry  tone  reply'd : 

No  more  to  me  of  falfehood  talk. 
But  leave  your  oatmeal  and  your  chalk ! 
'Tis  true,  you  're  meagre,  pale,  and  wan ; 
The  reafon  is,  you  're  fick  for  man. — 

While  yet  it  fpoke,  Ophelia  frown'd. 
And  dafh'd  th*  offender  to  the  ground ; 
With  fury  from  her  arm  it  fled. 
And  round  a  glittering  ruin  fpread ; 
When  lo !  the  parts  pale  looks  difclofe. 
Pale  looks  in  every  fragment  rofe ; 
Around  the  room  inftead  of  one. 
An  hundred  pale  Ophelias  fhone ; 
Away  the  frighted  virgin  flew. 
And  humbled,  from  herfelf  withdrew. 

THE      MORAL. 

Ye  beaux,  who  tempt  the  fair  and  young. 
With  fnufF,  and  nonfenfe,  dance,  and  fong ; 


Ye 
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Ye  men  of  compliment  and  lace ! 
Behold  this  image  in  the  glafs : 
The  wondrous  force  of  flattery  prove. 
To  cheat  fond  virgins  into  love  : 
Though  pale  the  cheek,  yet  fvvear  it  glows 
With  the  vermilion  of  the  rofe : 
Praife  them — for  praife  is  always  true. 
Though  v/ith  both  eyes  the  cheat  they  view. 
From  hateful  truths  the  virgin  flies ; 
But  the  falfe  fex  is  caught  with  lyes. 

A         POEM 

ON  THE  SEAT  OF  WAR  IN  FLANDERS, 

Chiefly  with  relation  to  the  Sieges : 

With  the  Praife  of  Peace  and  Retirement. 

Written  in  1710. 

**  SecciTus  mel  non  deficiae  nomen,  fed  tranquiUitatIs  acclpiant.'* 

Plin. 

HAPPY,  thou  Flandria,  on  whofc  fertile  plains. 
In  wanton  pride  luxurious  plenty  reigns ; 
Happy !  had  heaven  bellow'd  one  blefling  more. 
And  plac'd  thee  diftant  from  the  Gallic  power'. 
But  now  in  vain  thy  lawns  attraft  the  view. 
They  but  invite  the  viftor  to  fubdue : 
War,  horrid  war,  the  fylvan  fcene  invades. 
And  angry  trumpets  pierce  the  woodland  fliades ; 
Here  ftiatter'd  towers,  proud  works  of  many  an  age. 
Lie  dreadful  monuments  of  human  rage; 

Vol.  XLIV.  N  There 
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There  palaces  and  hallow'd  domes  difplay 
Majeilic  ruins,  awful  in  decay ! 
Thy  very  duft,  though  undiftinguiflh'd  trod, 
Compos'd,  perhaps,  feme  hero,  great  and  good. 
Who  nobly  for  his  country  loft  his  blood ! 
Ev'n  with  the  grave,  the  haughty  fpoilers  war. 
And  death's  dark  manfions  wide  dlfclofe  to  air: 
O'er  kings  and  faints  infulting  ftalk,  nor  dread 
To  fpurn  the  allies  of  the  glorious  dead. 

See !  the  Britannic  lions,  wave  in  air  1 
See !  mighty  Marlborough  breathing  death  and  war ! 
'  From  Albion's  fliores,  at  Anna's  high  commands. 
The  dauntlefs  hero  pours  his  martial  bands. 
As  when  in  wrath  Hern  Mars  the  thunderer  fends 
To  fccurge  his  foes;  in  pomp  the  Gcd  defcends ; 
He  mounts  his  iron  car;  with  fury  burns ; 
The  car  fierce-rattling  thtmaers  as  it  turns ; 
"Gloomy  he  grafps  his  adamaniinj  {hield. 
And  fcatters  armies  o'er  th'  enfanguin'd  field : 
With  delegated  wrath  thus  Marlborough  glows. 
In  vengeance  rufning  on  his  country's  foes. 
See !  round  the  hoflile  towers  embattled  Hands 
His  banner'd  hoft,  embodied  bands  by  bands  1 
Hark  1  the  ihrill  trumpet  fends  a  m.ortal  found. 
And  prancing  horfes  Ihake  the  folid  ground ; 
The  furly  drums  beat  terrible  afar. 
With  all  the  dreadful  mufic  of  the  war ; 
From  the  drawn  fvvords  effulgent  fiames  arife, 
Flafli  o'er  the  plains,  and  lighten  to  the  fkies ; 

The 
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The  heavens  above,  the  fields  and  floods  beneath. 
Glare  formidably  bright,  and  fhine  with  death; 
In  fiery  ilorms  defcends  a  murderous  fhower. 
Thick  flaih  the  lightnings,  fierce  the  thunders  roar. 
As  when  in  wrathful  mood  Almighty  Jove 
Aims  his  dire  bolts  red-hifling  from  above; 
Through  the  fmg'd  air,  with  unrefined  fway. 
The  forky  vengeance  rends  its  flaming  way. 
And,  while  the  firmament  with  thunder  roars. 
From  their  foundations  hurls  imperial  towers ; 
So  rufli  the  globes  with  many  a  fiery  round. 
Tear  up  the  rock,  or  rend  the  fiedfall  mound. 
Death  fliakes  aloft  her  dart,  and  o'er  her  prey 
Stalks  with  dire  joy,  and  marks  in  blood  her  way  ; 
Mountains  of  heroes  flain  deform  the  ground. 
The  fliape  of  m.an  half  bury'd  in  the  wound : 
And  lo  1  while  in  the  ihock  of  war  they  clofe. 
While  fwords  meet  fwords,  and  foes  encounter  foes. 
The  treacherous  earth  beneath  their  footHeps  cleaves. 
Her  entrails  tremble,  and  her  bofom  heaves ; 
Sudden  in  burfl:s  of  fire  eruptions  rife. 
And  wMrl  the  torn  battalions  to  the  ikies. 

Thus  earthquakes,  rumbling  with  a  thundering  found. 
Shake  the  firm  world,  and  rend  the  cleaving  ground ; 
Rocks,  hills,  and  groves,  are  toll  into  the  fky. 
And  in  one  mighty  ruin  nations  die. 

See!  through  th'  encumber 'd  air  the  ponderous  bomb 
Bears  magazmes  of  death  within  its  womb ; 

N  2  The 
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The  glowing  orb  difplays  a  blaxing  train. 

And  darts  bright  horror  through  th'  ethereal  plain ; 

*  It  mountb  tempeftuous,  and  with  hideous  found 

Wheels  down  the  heavens,  and  thunders  o'er  the  ground : 

Th*  imprifon'd  deaths  rufh  dreadful  in  a  blaze. 

And  mow  a  thoufand  lives,  a  thoufand  ways; 

f  Earth  floats  with  blood,  while  fpreading  flames  arife 

From  palaces,  and  domes,  and  kindle  half  the  ikies. 

Thus  terribly  in  air  the  comets  roll. 
And  flioot  malignant  gleams  from  pole  to  pole ; 
'Tween  worlds  and  worlds  they  move,  and  from  their  hair 
Shake  the  blue  plague,  the  pefiilence,  and  war. 

But  who  is  he,  who  ftern  bellrides  the  plain. 
Who  drives  triumphant  o'er  huge  hills  of  flain; 
Serene,  while  engines  from  the  hoftile  tower 
Rain  from  their  brazen  mouths  an  iron  fliower ; 
While  turbid  fiery  fmoke  obfcures  the  day. 
Hews  through  the  deathful  breach  his  defperate  way  ? 
Sure  jove  defcending  joins  the  martial  toil; 
Or  is  it  Marlborough,  or  the  great  Argyle  ? 


Variations. 

*  Ev'n  the  ftern  fouls  of  ueroes  fiel  difmay; 
Proud  temples  nod,  afpiring  towers  give  way. 
Dreadful  it  mounts,  tempeftuous  in  its  flight, 
It  finks,  it  falls,  earth  groans  beiieath  its  weight, 
Th'  imprifon'd  deaths  rufli  out  in  fmoke  and  fire. 
The  mighty  bleed,  heaps  crufh'd  on  heaps  expire. 

•\  The  barriers  burfl,  vvide-fpreading  flames  arife. 

Thus 
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Thus,  when  the  Grecians,  furious  to  deftroy, 
Level'd  the  flruftures  of  imperial  Troy ; 
Here  angry  Neptune  hurl'd  his  vengeful  mace. 
There  Jove  o*erturn'd  it  from  its  inmofl  bafe : 
Though  brave,  yet  vanquilh'd,  fhe  confefs'd  the  odds; 
Her  fons  were  heroes,  but  they  fought  with  Gods. 

Ah  !  what  new  horrors  rife  ?  In  deep  array 
The  fquadrons  form !  aloft  the  ftandards  play  ! 
The  captains  draw  the  fword !  on  every  brow 
Determin'd  valour  lowers !  the  trumpets  blow  ! 
See !  the  bi*ave  Briton  delves  the  cavern'd  ground 
Through  the  hard  entrails  of  the  ftubborn  mound  I 
And,  undifmay'd  by  death,  the  foe  invades 
Through  dreadful  horrors  of  infernal  Ihades  1 
In  vain  the  wall's  broad  bafe  deep-rooted  lies. 
In  vain  an  hundred  turrets  threat  the  ficies ! 
Lo  !  while  at  eafe  the  bands  immur'd  repofe. 
Nor  carelefs  dream,  of  fubterranean  foes. 
Like  the  Cadmaian  hoft,  embattled  fwarms 
Start  from  the  earth,  and  clafn  their  founding  arms. 
And,  pouring  war  and  llaughter  from  beneath. 
Wrap  towers,  walls,  men,  in  fire,  in  blood,  in  death. 

So  fome  fam'd  torrent  dives  within  the  caves 
Of  opening  earth,  ingulph'd  with  all  his  waves; 
High  o'er  the  latent  Ilream  the  Ihepherd  feeds 
His  wandering  flock,. and  tunes  the  fprightly  reed: 
Till  from  fome  rifted  chafm  the  billows  rife. 
And  foaming  buril  tumultuous  to  the  ildes; 

N  3  Then 
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Then  roaring  dreadful  o'er  the  delug'd  plain. 
Sweep  herds  and  hinds  in  thunder  to  the  main. 

Bear  me,  ye  friendly  powers,  to  gentler  fccnes. 
To  Ihady  bovvers,  and  never-fading  greens ! 
Where  the  fhrill  trumpet  never  founds  alarms. 
Nor  martial  din  is  heard,  nor  clafh  of  arms ; 
Hail,  ye  foft  feats  1  ye  limpid  fprings  and  floods ! 
Ye  flowery  meads,  ye  vales,  and  woods  1 
Ye  limpid  floods,  that  ever  murmuring  flow ! 
Ye  verdant  meads,  where  flowers  eternal  blow  \ 
Ye  fiiady  vales,  where  zephyrs  ever  play ! 
Ye  woods,  where  little  v/arblers  tune  their  lay  ! 

Here  grant  me,  heaven,  to  end  my  peaceful  days. 
And  fteal  myfelf  from  life  by  flow  decays ; 
Draw  health  from  food  the  temperate  garden  j^elds. 
From  fruit,  or  herb,  the  bounty  of  the  fields ; 
Nor  let  the  loaded  table  groan  beneath 
Slain  animals,  the  horrid  feaft  of  death : 
V/ith  age  unknown  to  pain  or  forrow  bleft. 
To  the  dark  grave  retiring  as  to  reft ; 
While  gently  with  one  flgh  this  mortal  frame 
Pliiolving  turns  to  aflies,  whence  it  came; 
While  my  freed  foul  departs  without  a  groan. 
And,  joyful,  wings  her  flight  to  worlds  unknown. 

Ye  gloomy  grots !  ye  awful  folemn  cells, 
V/here  holy  thoughtful  Contemplation  dwells. 
Guard  me  from  fplendid  cares  and  tirefome  fl:ate, 
Tjiat  pompous  mifery  of  being  great ! 
Happy!  if  by  the  vrife  and  leam'dbelov'd; 
But  happieil  above  all,  if  feif-approv'd  1 

Content 
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Content  with  eafe ;  ambitious  to  defpife 

Illuftrious  vanity,  and  glorious  vice  ! 

Come,  thou  chafte  maid,  here  ever  let  me  flray. 

While  the  calm  hours  fteal  unperceiv'd  away ; 

Here  court  the  Mufes,  while  the  fun  on  high 

Flames  in  the  vault  of  heaven,  and  fires  the  Iky : 

Or  while  the  night's  dark  wings  this  globe  furround. 

And  the  pale  moon  begins  her  folemn  round. 

Bid  my  free  foul  to  Harry  orbs  repair, 

Thofe  radiant  worlds  that  float  in  ambient  air. 

And  with  a  regular  confuficn  ftray 

Oblique,  direfl,  along  th'  aerial  way  : 

Or  when  Aurora,  from  her  golden  bowers. 

Exhales  the  fragrance  of  the  balmy  flowers, 

Rec'in'd  in  filence  on  a  mofiy  bed, 

Confult  the  learned  volumes  of  the  dead ; 

Fall'n  realms  and  empires  in  defcription  view. 

Live  o'er  pafr  times,  and  build  whole  worlds  anew  ; 

Or  from  the  burfting  tombs  in  fancy  raife 

The  fons  of  fame,  who  liv'd  in  ancient  days : 

And  lo !  with  haughty  ftalk  the  warrior  treads ! 

Stern  legiflators  frowning  life  their  heads  I 

I  fee  proud  vigors  in  triumphal  cars. 

Chiefs,  kings,  and  heroes,  feam'd  with  glorious-fears ! 

Or  liilen  till  the  raptur'd  foul  takes  wings. 

While  Plato  reafons,  or  v/hile  riomer  fings. 

Charm  me,  ye  facred  leaves,*  with  loftier  them.es. 
With  opening  heavens,  and  angels  rob'd  in  flames : 

*  The  Holy  Scriptures* 

N4  Ye 
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Ye  reftlefs  pallions,  while  I  read,  be  aw'd: 
Hail,  ye  myfceriovis  oracles  of  God ! 
Here  I  behold  how  infant  time  began. 
How  the  duft  mov'd  and  quicken'd  into  man; 
Here  through  the  flowery  walks  of  Eden  rove. 
Court  the  foft  breeze,  or  range  the  fpicy  grove ; 
There  tread  on  hallow'd  ground  where  angels  trod. 
And  reverend  patriarchs  talk'd  as  friends  with  God; 
Or  hear  the  voice  to  llumbering  prophets  given. 
Or  gaze  on  vilions  from  the  throne  of  heaven. 

But  nobler  yet,  far  nobler  fcenes  advance ! 
Why  leap  the  mountains  ?  why  the  forells  dance  ? 
Why  flalhes  glory  from  the  golden  fpheres  ? 
Rejoice,  O  earth,  a  God,  a  God  appears ! 
A  God,  a  God,  defcending  angels  fmg. 
And  mighty  Seraphs  ihout.  Behold  your  King ! 
Hail,  virgin-born !  Lift,  lift,  ye  blind,  your  eyes ! 
Sing,  oh !  ye  dumb  !  and  oh !  ye  dead,  arife  I 
Tremble,  ye  gates  of  hell  1  In  nobleft  ftrains 
Tell  it  aloud,  ye  heavens !  the  Saviour  reigns ! 

Thus  lonely,  thoughtful,  may  I  run  the  race 
Of  tranfient  life,  in  no  unufeful  eafe  ! 
Enjoy  each  hour,  nor,  as  it  fleets  away, 
Think  life  too  fliort,  and  yet  too  long  the  day; 
Of  right  obfervant,  while  the  foul  attends 
Each  duty,  and  makes  heaven  and  angels  friends. 
And  thou,  fair  Peace,  from  the  wild  floods  of  war 
Come  dove-like,  and  thy  blooming  olive  bear ; 


Tell 
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Tell  me,  ye  vi6lors,  what  Urange  charms  ye  find 

In  conqueft,  that  deftrudlion  of  mankind  1 

Unenvy'd  may  your  laurels  ever  grow. 

That  never  flouriih  but  in  human  woe. 

If  never  earth  the  wreath  triumphal  bears. 

Till  drench'd  in  heroes*  blood,  or  orphans'  tears. 

Let  Ganges  from  afar  to  {laughter  train 
His  fable  warriors  on  th'  embattled  plain ; 
Let  Volga's  fons  in  iron  fquadrons  rife. 
And  pour  in  millions  from  her  frozen  fkies : 
Thou,  gentle  Thames,  flow  thou  in  peaceful  flreams. 
Bid  thy  bold  fons  reftrain  their  martial  flames. 
In  thy  own  laurel's  fliade,  great  Marlborough,  flay. 
There  charm  the  thoughts  of  conquer'd  worlds  away ; 
Guardian  of  England  1  born  to  fcourge  her  foes. 
Speak,  and  thy  word  gives  half  the  world  repofe; 
Sink  down,  ye  hills ;  eternal  rocks,  fubfide ; 
\^anifh,  ye  forts ;  thou,  ocean,  drain  thy  tide : 
We  fafety  boaft,  defended  by  thy  fame. 
And  arm"es — in  the  terror  of  thy  name  ! 
Now  fix  o'er  Anna's  throne  thy  vidlor  blade. 
War,  be  thou  chain'd !  ye  flreams  of  blood,  be  flay'd ! 
Though  wild  Ambition  her  jufl  vengeance  feeh. 
She  wars  to  fave,  and  where  fhe  ftrikes,  fhe  heals. 

So  Pallas  with  her  javelin  fmote  the  the  ground. 
And  peaceful  olives  flourifh'd  from  the  wound. 


To 
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To  the  Right  Honourable 

CHARLES  LORD  CORN7/ALLIS, 

Baron  of  Eyre,  Warden,  Chief  JulHce,  and  Juftice  in 
Eyre  of  all  His  Majeily's  Forefts,  Chafes,  Parks,  and 
Warrens,  on  the  South  Side  of  Trent. 


MfriiJLx — •  OdyfTey,  Lib.  15. 

OTHOU  whofe  virtues  fanaify  thy  Hate  1 
O  great,  without  the  vices  of  the  great ! 
Form'd  by  a  dignity  of  mind  to  pleafe. 
To  think,  to  adl  with  elegance  and  eafe  1* 
Say,  wilt  thou  liften  while  I  tune  the  firing. 
And  fmg  to  thee,  who  gav'll  me  eafe  to  fmg  ? 
Unfkill'd  in  verfe,  1  haunt  the  filent  grove  ; 
Yet  lowly  (hepherds  iing  to, mighty  Jove; 
And  mighty  jo\-e  attends  the  fhepherds'  vows. 
And  gracious  what  his  fuppliants  aik  bellows : 
So  by  thy  favour  may  the  Mufe  be  crcwn'd. 
And  plant  her  laurels  in  more  fruitful  ground; 
The  grateful  Mufe  ihall  in  return  bef/jv/ 
Her  fpreading  laurels  to  adorn  thy  brow. 

Addition. 
*  Firm  to  thy  king,  and  to  thy  country  brave  j 
Loyal,  yet  free  3  a  fubjedt,  not  a  fiave  j 
Sav,  &c. 

Thus 
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Thus,  guarded  by  the  tree  of  Jove,  a  flower 
Shoots  from  the  earth,  nor  fears  th'  inclement  fliower; 
And,  when  the  fury  of  the  ilorm  is  laid. 
Repays  with  fweets  the  hofpitable  ihade. 

Severe  their  lot,  who,  when  they  long  endare 
The  wounds  of  fortune,  late  receive  a  cure ! 
Like  {hips  in  ftorms  o'er  liquid  mountains  toil. 
Ere  they  are  fav'd  muft  almoll  firft  hz  loit; 
But  you  with  fpeed  forbid  diftrefs  to  grieve : 
He  gives  by  halves,*  who  hefitates  to  give. 

Yhus,  when  an  angel  views  mankind  dillreil:. 
He  feels  compaffion  pleading  in  his  b^reaft; 
Inftant  the  heavenly  guardian  cleaves  the  fkies. 
And,  pleas'd  to  fave,  on  wings  of  lightning  fiies.f 


Addition. 
-}■  Few  know  to  afk,  or  decently  receive  j 
And  fewer  ftill  with  dignity  to  give  : 
If  earnM  by  flattery,  gifts. of  higheft  price 
Are  not  a  bounty,  but  the  pay  of  vice. 
Some  wildiy  lavifli,  yet  no  frieBd  obtain; 
Nor  are  they  generous,  but  abfurd  and  vain. 
Some  give  with  furly  pride  and  boifterous  hands. 
As  Jove  pours  rain  in  thunder  o'er  the  lands. 
When  merit  pleads,  you  meet  it  and  embrace. 
And  give  the  favour  luftre  by  the  grace  j 
So  Phoebus  to  his  warmth  a  glory  joins, 
Bleffing  the  world,  and  while  he  bleffes  fhines. 

*  The  Lord  Cornwallis,  in  a  moft  obliging  manner,  recom- 
mended the  author  to  the  rectory  of  Pulham. 

Some 
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Some  the  vain  promifes  of  courts  betray; 
And  gayly  ftraying,  they  are  pleas'd  to  ftray; 
The  flattering  nothing  ftill  deludes  their  eyes. 
Seems  ever  near,  yet  ever  difcant  flies  : 
As  perfpeclives  prefent  the  objed  nigh. 
Though  far  remov'd  from  the  miilaking  eye ; 
Againft  our  reafon  fondly  we  believe, 
Affift  the  fraud,  and  teach  it  to  deceive : 
As  the  faint  traveller,  when  night  invades. 
Sees  a  falfe  light  relieve  the  ambient  fliades, 
Pleas'd  he  beholds  the  bright  deluflon  play. 
But  the  falfe  guide  fliines  only  to  betray  : 
Swift  he  purfuss,  yet  fl:ill  the  path  miHakes, 
O'er  dangerous  marflies,  or  through  thorny  brakes ; 
Yet  obflinate  in  wrong  he  toils  to  llray. 
With  m^ny  a  weary  ftride,  o'er  many  a  painful  way. 
So  man  purfues  the  phantom  of  his  brain. 
And  buys  his  difappointment  with  his  pain : 
At  length  when  years  invidioufly  defl:roy 
The  power  to  tafl:e  the  long-expedled  joy. 
Then  fortune  envious  Iheds  her  golden  fhowers. 
Malignly  fmiles,  and  curfes  him  with  llores. 

Thus  o'er  the  urns  of  friends  departed  weep 
The  mournful  kindred,  and  fond  vigils  keep ; 
Ambroflal  ointments  o'er  their  aflies  flied. 
And  fcatter  ufelefs  rofes  on  the  dead ; 
And  when  no  more  avail  the  world's  delights. 
The  fpicy  odours,  and  the  folemn  rites. 

With 
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With  fruitlefs  pomp  they  deck  the  fenfelefs  tombs. 
And  vvafte  profurely  floods  of  vain  perfumes. 


THE      ROSE-BUD. 

To    the    Right    Honourable    the    Lady    Jane 
Wharton. 

^UEEN  of  fragrance,  lovely  Rofe, 
The  beauties  of  thy  leaves  difclofe ! 
The  winter  's  paft,  the  tcmpefts  fly. 
Soft  gales  breathe  gently  through  the  fky ; 
The  lark  fvveet  warbling  on  the  wing 
Salutes  the  gay  return  of  fpring: 
The  filver  dews,  the  vernal  ftiowers. 
Call  forth  a  bloomy  wafte  of  flowers ; 
The  joyous  fields,  the  fliady  woods. 
Are  cloath'd  with  green,  or  fwell  with  buds : 
Then  haite  thy  beauties  to  difclofe. 
Queen  of  fragrance,  lovely  Rofe ! 

Thou,  beauteous  flower,  a  welcome  gueft, 
Shalt  flourifh  on  the  fair-one's  breall, 
Shalt  grace  her  hand,  or  deck  her  hair. 
The  flower  moit  fweet,  the  nymph  moft  fair. 
Breathe  foft,  ye  wuids !  be  calm,  ye  ikies  1 
Arife,  ye  flowery  race,  arife ! 

And 
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And  hafte  thy  beauties  to  difclofe. 
Queen  of  fragrance^  lovely  Rofe  ! 

But  thou,  fair  nymph,  thyfelf  furvey 
In  this  r^veet  offspring  of  a  day : 
That  miracle  of  face  muft  fail ; 
Thy  charms  are  fweet,  but  charms  are  frail: 
Swift  as  the  fhort-liv'd  flower  they  fly. 
At  morn  they  bloom,  at  evening  die : 
Though  flcknefs  yet  a  while  forbears. 
Yet  time  deftroys  what  ficknefs  fpares. 
Now  Helen  lives  alone  in  fame. 
And  Cleopatra  's  but  a  name. 
I'ime  muil  indent  that  heavenly  brow. 
And  thou  muft  be,  what  they  are  now. 

This  moral  to  the  fair  difclofe. 
Queen  of  fragrance,  lovely  Rofe. 

BELINDA    AT    THE    BATH. 

WHILE  in  thefe  fountains  bright  Belinda  laves. 
She  adds  new  virtues  to  the  healing  waves : 
Thus  in  Bethefda's  pool  an  angel  flood. 
Bad  the  foft  waters  heal,  and  bleft  the  flood; 
But  from  her  eye  fuch  bright  dellrudlion  flies. 
In  vain  they  fiov/ !  for  her,  the  lover  dies. 

No  more  let  Tagus  boaft,  whofe  beds  unfold 
-A  fliining  treafure  of  ail-conquering  gold! 

No 
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No  more  the  *  Po !  whofe  wandering  waters  ftray. 
In  mazy  errors,  through  the  ftarry  way : 
Henceforth  thefe  fprings  fuperior  honours  ihare; 
There  Venus  laves,  but  my  Belinda  here. 


THE  COY: 

AN     ODE. 

LOVE  is  a  noble  rich  repail. 
But  fcldom  fhould  the  lover  tafte; 
V/hen  the  kind  fair  no  more  reflrains. 
The  glutton  furfeits,  and  difdains. 

To  move  the  nymph,  he  tears  'bellows. 
He  vainly  fighs,  he  fallcly  vows; 
The  tears  deceive,  the  vows  betray ; 
He  conquers,  and  contemns  the  prey. 

Thus  Ammon's  fon  with  fierce  delight 
Smil'd  at  the  terrors  of  the  fight ; 
The  thoughts  of  conquell  charra'd  his  eyes. 
He  conquer'd,  and  he  wept  the  prize. 

Love,  like  a  profped,  v/ith  delight 
Sweetly  deceives  the  diftant  fight. 
Where  the  tir'd  travellers  furvey. 
O'er  hanging  ^-ocks,  a  dangerous  way. 

*  "  Eridanum  ccrnes  in  parte  locatum  cce!I.'* 

Tull.  in  Aratel3# 
"  Gurgite  fidcrco  fabtcrlult  Oriona.'*      Claud. 

Ye 
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Ye  fair  that  would  vidorlous  prove. 
Seem  but  half  kind,  when  moft  you  love : 
Damon  purfues,  if  Caelia  flies ; 
But  when  her  love  is  born,  his  dies. 

Had  Danae  the  young,  the  fair. 

Been  free  and  unconfin'd  as  air. 

Free  from  the  guards  and  brazen  tower. 

She  'd  ne'er  been  worth  a  golden  Ihower. 


To  the  Honourable 

MRS.   ELIZABETH   TOWNSHEND, 

Afterwards  Lady  Cornwall  is, 

ON  HER  PICTURE,  AT  RAINHAM. 


'grgpteercrt  yvvcciy.uv 

eT^o?  t  l^l  (pfivca;.  OdyfTey,  Lib.  i8. 

AH !  cruel  hand,  that  could  fuch  power  employ 
To  teach  the  pidlur'd  beauty  to  deftroy  I 
Singly  flie  charm'd  before ;  but  by  his  fkill 
The  living  beauty  and  her  likenefs  kill  1 
Thus  when  in  parts  the  broken  mirrours  fall, 
A  face  in  all  is  feen,  and  charms  in  all ! 

Think  then,  O  fairefl  of  the  fairer  race. 
What  fatal  beauties  arm  thy  heavenly  face, 
Whofe  very  fhadow  can  fuch  flames  infpire ; 
We  fee  'tis  paint,  and  yet  we  feel  'tis  fire. 


See! 
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Seel  with  falfe  life  the  lovely  image  glows. 
And  every  wondrous  grace  tranfplanted  (hows ; 
Fatally  fair  the  new  creation  reigns. 
Charms  in  her  fliape,  and  multiplies  our  pains : 
Hence  the  fond  youth,  that  eafe  by  abfence  found. 
Views  the  dear  form,  and  bleeds  at  every  wound  j 
Thus  the  bright  Venus,  though  to  heaven  (he  foar'd, 
Reign'd  in  her  image,  by  the  world  ador'd. 

Oh !  wondrous  power  of  mingled  light  and  (liades  I 
Where  beauty  with  dumb  eloquence  perfuades. 
Where  pafHons  are  beheld  in  pidure  wrought. 
And  animated  colours  look  a  thought : 
Rare  art !  on  whofe  command  all  nature  waits ! 
It  copies  all  Omnipotence  creates  : 
Here  crown'd  with  mountains  earth  expanded  lies. 
There  the  proud  feas  with  all  their  billows  rife : 
If  life  be  drawn,  refponfive  to  the  thought 
The  breathing  figures  live  throughout  the  draught  j 
The  mimic  bird  in  Ikies  fiflitious  moves. 
Or  fancy'd  beads  in  imitated  groves : 
Ev'n  heaven  it  climbs;  and  from  the  forming  hands 
An  angel  here,  and  there  a  *Town(hend  Hands. 

Yet,  painter,  yet,  though  art  with  nature  ftrive. 
Though  ev'n  the  lovely  phantom  feem  alive. 
Submit  thy  vanquiih'd  art  1  and  own  the  draught. 
Though  fair,  defeftive,  and  a  beauteous  fault : 

*  Now  Lady  Cornwallis. 

Vol,  XLIV.  O  Gharmsi 
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Charms,  fach  as  hers,  inimitablj^  great. 
He  only  can  exprefs,  that  can  create. 
Couldft  thou  extratfl  the  whitenefs  of  the  fnow. 
Or  of  its  colours  rob  the  heavenly  bow. 
Yet  would  her  beauty  triumph  o'er  thy  Ikill, 
Lovely  in  thee,  herfelf  more  lovely  flill  I 

Thus  in  the  limpid  fountain  we  defcry 
The  faint  refemblance  of  the  glittering  fky  ; 
Another  fun  difplays  his  lefien'd  beams. 
Another  heaven  adorns  th'  enlighten'd  ftreams : 
But  though  the  fcene  be  fair,  yet  high  above 
Th*  exalted  Ikies  in  nobler  beauties  move^ 
There  the  true  heaven's  eternal  lamps  difplay 
A  deluge  of  inimitable  day. 

TO      M  R.    P  O  P  E, 

ON     HIS     WORKS.     1726. 

LE  T  vulgar  fouls  triumphal  arches  raife. 
And  fpeaking  marble,  to  record  their  praife; 
Or  carve  with  fruitlefs  toil,  to  fame  unknown. 
The  mimic  feature  on  the  breathing  Hone; 
Mere  mortals,  fubjedl  to  death's  total  fway. 
Reptiles  of  earth,  and  beings  of  a  day ! 
'Tis  thine,  on  every  heart  to  grave  thy  praife, 
A  monument  which  worth  alone  can  raife ; 
Sure  to  furvive,  when  time  Ihall  whelm  in  dull 
The  arch,  the  marble,  and  the  mimic  bull; 
Nor  till  the  volumes  of  th'  expanded  fky 

Blaze  in  one  flame,  fhalt  Thou  and  Homer  die; 

When 
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When  fink  together  in  the  world's  laft  fires 
What  heaven  created,  and  what  heaven  infpires. 

If  aught  on  earth,  when  once  this  breath  is  fled. 
With  human  tranfport  touch  the  mighty  dead ; 
Shakefpeare,  rejoice  !  his  hand  thy  page  refines. 
Now  every  fcene  with  native  brightnefs  fhines ; 
Juft  to  thy  fame,  he  gives  thy  genuine  thought. 
So  Tully  publifh'd  what  Lucretius  wrote; 
Prun'd  by  his  care,  thy  laurels  loftier  grow. 
And  bloom  afrelh  on  thy  immortal  brow. 

Thus  when  thy  draughts,  O  Raphael,  time  invades. 
And  the  bold  figure  from  the  canvafs  fades ; 
A  rival  hand  recalls  from  every  part 
Some  latent  grace,  and  equals  art  with  art; 
Tranfported  we  furvey  the -dubious  ftrife, 
While  the  fair  image  flarts  again  to  life. 

How  long  untun'd  had  Homer's  facred  lyre 
Jarr'd  grating  difcord,  all  extindl  his  fire! 
This  you  beheld ;  and,  taught  by  heaven  to  fing, 
Call'd  the  loud  mufic  from  the  founding  firing. 
Now  wak'd  from  flumbers  of  three  tlioufand  years. 
Once  more  Achilles  in  dread  pomp  appears. 
Towers  o'er  the  field  of  death ;  as  fierce  he  turns. 
Keen  flafh  his  arms,  and  all  the  hero  burns ; 
His  plume  nods  horrible,  his  helm  on  high 
With  cheeks  of  iron  glares  againft  the  fky; 
With  martial  ftalk,  and  more  than  mortal  might. 
He  llrides  along,  he  meets  the  God  in  fight : 

O  2  Then 
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Then  the  pale  Titans,  chain'd  on  burning  flores. 
Start  at  the  din  that  rends  th'  infernal  fhores; 
Tremble  the  towers  of  heaven ;  earth  rocks  her  coafts ; 
And  gloomy  Pluto  (liakes  with  all  his  ghofts. 
To  every  theme  refponds  thy  various  lay  ; 
Here  pours  a  torrent,  there  meanders  play : 
Sonorous  as  the  ftorm  thy  numbers  rife, 
Tofs  the  wild  waves,  and  thunder  in  the  fkies; 
Or  fofter  than  a  yielding  virgin's  figh. 
The  gentle  breezes  breathe  away,  and  die. 
How  twangs  the  bow,  when  v/ith  a  jarring  fpring 
The  whizzing  arrows  vanilh  from  the  firing ! 
When  giants  ftrain,  fome  rock's  vail  weight  to  Ihove, 
The  flow  verfe  heaves,  and  the  ciogg'd  words  fcarce  move  ; 
But  when  from  high  it  rolls,  with  many  a  bound. 
Jumping  it  thundering  whirls,  and  rufhes  to  the  ground : 
Swift  flows  the  verfe,  when  winged  lightnings  fly. 
Dart  from  the  dazzled  view,  and  flafli  along  the  (ky : 
Thus,  like  the  radiant  God  who  faeds  the  day. 
The  vale  you  paint,  or  gild  the  azure  way ; 
And,  while  with  every  theme  the  verfe  complies. 
Sink  without  groveling;  without  rafliacfs,  rife. 

Proceed,  great  bard,  awake  th'  harmonious  firing. 
Be  purs  all  Homer,  fl:ill  Ulyfl^es  fmg ! 
Ev'n  I,  the  meaneft  of  the  Mufes'  train, 
Inflam'd  by  thee,  attempt  a  nobler  flrain; 
Adventrous  waken  the  *  Mceonian  lyre, 
Tun'd  by  your  hand,  and  fmg  as  you  infpire : 

*  The  author  tranfiated  eight  books  of  the  OdyfTey, 
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So,  arm'd  by  great  Achilles  for  the  fight, 
P'atroclus  conquer'd  in  Achilles'  might. 
Like  theirs  our  friendlhip  1  and  I  boaft  my  name 
To  thine  united,  for  thy  friendlhip's  fame. 

How  long  Ulyffes,  by  unfkilful  hands 
Stript  of  his  robes,  a  beggar  trod  our  lands. 
Such  as  he  wander'd  o'er  his  native  coaft. 
Shrunk  by  the  *wand,  and  all  the  hero  loll ; 
O'er  his  fmooth  Ikin  a  bark  of  wrinkles  fpread. 
Old-age  difgrac'd  the  honours  of  his  head; 
Nor  longer  in  his  heavy  eye-ball  Ihin'd 
The  glance  divine  forth-beaming  from  the  mind: 
Eait  you,  like  Pallas,  every  limb  infold 
With  royal  robes,  and  bid  him  ihine  in  gold; 
Touch'd  by  your  hand,  his  manly  frame  improves 
With  air  divine,  and  like  a  God  he  moves. 

This  labour  paft,  of  heavenly  fubjedls  fing. 
While  hovering  angels  liilen  on  the  wing ; 
To  hear  from  earth  fuch  heart-felt  raptures  rife. 
As,  when  they  fmg,  fulpended  hold  the  ikies : 
Or,  nobly  rifmg  in  fair  virtue's  caufe. 
From  thy  own  life  tranfcribe  th'  unerring  laws ; 
Teach  a  bad  world  beneath  her  fway  to  bend. 
To  verfe  hke  thine  fierce  favages  attend. 
And  men  more  fierce !  When  Orpheus  tunes  the  lay, 
Ev'n  fiends  relenting  hear  their  rao-e  awav. 


£) 


*   See  the  16th  Odyfley,  ver.  1S6,  and  476. 

O  3  Pa;t 
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Part  of  the  TENTH  BOOK  of  the  ILIADS  of 
HOMER. 

In  the  Style  of  Milton. 

NOW  high  advanc'd  the  night,  o'er  all  the  hoft 
Sleep  ihed  his  fofteft  balm ;  reftlefs  alone 
Atrides  lay,  and  cares  revolv'd  on  cares. 

As  when  with  riiing  vengeance  gloomy  Jove 
Pours  down  a  watery  deluge,  or  in  ftorras 
Of  hail  or  fnow  commands  the  goary  jaws 
Of  war  to  roar;  through  all  the  kindling  fkies. 
With  flaming  wings  on  lightnings  lightnings  play : 
So  while  Atrides  meditates  the  war,  • 

Sighs  after  fighs  burfl:  from  his  manly  breaft. 
And  fhake  his  inmofl  foul :  round  o'er  the  fields 
To  Troy  he  turns  his  eyes,  and  round  beholds 
A  thcufand  fires  blaze  dreadful ;  through  liis  ears 
PalTes  the  direful  fymphony  of  war, 
Cf  fife,  or  pipe,  and  the  loud  hum  of  hoUs 
Strikes  him  difmay'd :  Now  o'er  the  Grecian  tents 
His  eyes  he  rolls ;  now  from  his  royal  head 
Rends  the  fair  curl  in  facrifice  to  Jove, 
And  his  brave  heart  heaves  with  imperial  woes. 

Thus  groans  the  thoughtful  king;  at  length  refolves^ 

To  feek  the  Pylian  fage,  in  wife  debate 

To  ripen  high  defigns,  and  from  the  fword 

Preferve  his  banded  legions.    Pale  and  fad 

Uproie  the  monarch :  inflant  o'er  his  breail 

A  robe  1:-  threw,  and  on  his  royal  feet 

Glitter'd 
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Glitter'd  th'  embroider'd  fandals :  o'er  his  back 
A  dreadful  ornament,  a  lion's  fpoils. 
With  hideous  grace  down  to  his  ankles  hung ; 
Fierce  in  his  hand  he  grafp'd  a  glittering  fpear. 

With  equal  care  was  Menelaus  tofs'd  : 
Sleep  from  his  temples  fled,  his  generous  heart 
Felt  all  his  people's  woes,  who  in  his  caufe 
Stem'd  the  proud  main,  and  nobly  ilood  in  arms 
Confronting  death :  A  leopard's  fpotted  fpoils 
Terrific  clad  his  limbs,  a  brazen  helm 
Beam'd  on  his  head,  and  in  his  hand  a  fpear. 
Forth  from  his  tent  the  royal  Spartan  Urode 
To  wake  the  king  of  men ;  him  wak'd  he  found 
Clafping  his  poliHi'd  arms;  with  rifmg  joy 
The  heroes  niset,  the  Spartan  thus  begun : 

Why  thus  in  arms,  my  prince  ?  Send'il  thou  fome  fny 
To  view  the  Trojan  hofl?  Alas !  I  fear 
Left  the  moil  dauntlefs  fons  of  glorious  war 
Shrink  at  the  bold  defignl   This  talk  demands 
A  foul  refolv'd,  to  pais  the  gloom  of  night, 
And  'midft  her  legions  fearch  the  powers  of  Troy. 

O  prince,  he  cries,  in  this  difailrous  hour 
Greece  all  our  counfel  claims,  now,  now  demands 
Our  deepell  cares !  the  power  omnipotent 
Frowns  on  our  arms,  but  fmiles  with  afpe(fl  mild 
On  He(R:or's  incenfe :  Heavens !  what  fon  of  fame^ 
Renown'd  in  ftory,  e'er  fuch  deeds  atchiev'd 
In  a  whole  life,  as  in  one  glorious  day 
This  f^ivourits  of  the  &ies  ?  and  yet  a  man ! 

O  4  A  mortal 
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A  mortal !  born  to  die !  but  fuch  his  deeds 
As  future  Grecians  ftiall  repeat  with  tears 
To  children  yet  unborn. — But  hafte,  repair 
To  Ajax  and  Idomeneus :  we  wake 
Ourfelf  the  PyHan  fage;  to  keep  the  guards 
On  duty,  be  his  care ;  for  o'er  the  guards 
His  fon  prefides  nodurnal,  and  in  arms 
His  great  compeer,  Meriones  the  bold. 

But  fay,  rejoins  the  prince,  thefe  orders  borne. 
There  fhall  I  ftay,  or,  meafuring  back  the  {hores. 

To  thee  return? No  more  return,  replies 

The  king  of  hofts,  left  treading  diiFerent  ways 

We  meet  no  more ;  for  through  the  camp  the  ways 

Lie  intiicate  and  various :    but  aloud 

Wake  every  Greek  to  martial  fame  and  arms ; 

Teach  them  to  emulace  their  godhke  fires; 

And  thou  awhile  forget  thy  royal  birth. 

And  fhare  a  foldier',;.  cares :  the  proudeft  king 

Is  but  exalted  duft ;  and  when  great  Jove 

Call'd  us  to  life,  and  gave  us  royal  power. 

He  gave  a  fad  prehcminence  of  woes. 

He  fpoke,  and  to  the  tent  of  Neftor  turns 
His  ftep  majeflic:  on  his  couch  he  found 
The  hoary  warrior ;  all  around  him  lay 
His  arms,  the  fliield,  the  fpears,  the  radiant  helm. 
And  fcarf  of  various  dye:  with  thefe  array'd. 
The  reverend  father  to  the  field  of  fame 
Led  his  bold  hies ;  for,  with  a  brave  difdain. 
Old  as  he  was,  he  fcoin'd  the  eafe  of  age. 

Sudden 
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Sudden  the  monarch  ftart?,  and  half  uprais'd. 
Thus  to  the  king  aloud;  What  art  thou,  fay? 
Why  in  the  camp  alone  ?  while  others  lleep, 
^Vhy  wanderefl:  thou  obfcure  the  midnight  hours  ? 
Seek'ft  thou  fome  centinel,  or  abfent  friend? 
Speak  inftant ! — Silent  to  advance,  is  death ! 

O  pride  of  Greece,  the  plaintive  king  returns. 
Here  in  thy  tent  thou  Agamenmon  view'lt, 
A  prince,  the  moft  unhappy  of  mankind ; 
Woes  I  endure,  which  none  but  kings  can  feel. 
Which  ne'er  will  ceafe  until  forgot  in  death : 
Penfive  I  wander  through  the  damp  of  night. 
Through  the  cold  damp  of  night ;  diftrefs'd !  alone ! 
And  ile«p  is  grown  a  llranger  to  my  eyes : 
The  weight  of  all  the  war,  the  load  of  woes 
That  preifes  every  Greek,  united  falls 

On  me the  cares  of  all  the  hoft  are  mine ! 

Grief  difcompofes,  and  difcradls  my  thoughts ; 
My  reftlefs  panting  heart,  as  if  it  llrove 
To  force  its  prifon,  beats  againft  my  fides ! 
My  Hrength  is  fail'd,  and  even  my  feet  refufe 
To  bear  fo  great  a  load  of  wretchednefs ! 

But  if  thy  wakeful  cares  (for  o'er  thy  head 
Wakeful  the  hours  glide  on)  have  aught  matur'd 
Ufeful,  the  thought  unfold  :  but  rife,  my  friend, 
Vifit  with  me  the  watches  of  the  night ; 
Left  tir'd  they  lleep,  while  Troy  with  all  her  war 
Hangs  o'er  our  tents,  and  now,  perhaps  ev'n  now 
Arms  her  proud  bands.     Arife,  my  friend,  arife  1 

To 
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To  whom  the  Pylian :  Think  not,  mighty  kin^, 
Jove  ratifies  vain  Hedlor's  haughty  vievvs ; 
A  fudden,  fad  reverfe  of  mighty  woes 
Waits  that  audacious  viclor,  when  in  arms 
Dreadful  Achilles  fhines.     But  now  thy  fleps 
Neftor  attends :  Be  it  our  care  to  wake 
Sage  Ithacus,  and  Diomed  the  brave, 
Meges  the  bold,  and  in  the  race  renown'd 
Oilean  Ajax:  To  the  fhips  that  guard 
Outmoft  the  camp,  fome  other  fpeed  his  way 
To  raife  flern  Ajax  and  the  Cretan  king. 
But  love,  nor  reverence  to  the  mighty  name 
Of  Menelaus,  nor  thy  wrath,  O  king. 
Shall  flop  my  free  rebuke  :   Sleep  is  a  crime 
When  Agamemnon  wakes  ;    on  him  it  lies 
To  fhare  thy  martial  toils,  to  court  the  peers 
To  aft  the  men:  this  hour  claims  all  our  cares. 

Referve,  rejoins  the  king,  for  future  hours 
Thy  generous  anger :  Seems  the  royal  youth 
Remifs  ?  'tis  not  through  indolence  of  foul. 
But  deference  to  our  power;  for  our  commands 
He  waits,  and  follows  when  we  lead  the  way. 
This  night  difdaining  reft,  his  fteps  he  bent 
To  our  pavilion :  now  th'  illuftrious  peers, 
Rais'd  at  his  call,  a  chofen  fynod  ftand 
Before  the  gates :  hafte,  Nefcor,  hafte  away. 

To  whom  the  fage  well  pleas'd :  In  fuch  brave  hands 
No  Greek  will  envy  power :  with  loyal  joy 
Subjefts  obsv,  when  men  of  v/orth  command. 

He 
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He  added  not,  but  o'er  his  manly  breaft 
Flung  a  rich  robe :  beneath  his  royal  feet 
The  glittering  fandals  fhone :  a  foft,  large  veil,. 
Florid  with  purple  wool,  his  aged  limbs 
Graceful  adorn'd :  tipt  \vith  a  ftar  of  brafs 
A  ponderous  lance  he  grafp'd,  and  ftrode  away 
To  wake  fage  Ithacus.   Aloud  his  voice 
He  rais'd :  his  voice  was  heard,  and  from  his  tent 
Inilant  UiyfTes  fprung ;  and  why,  he  cry'd. 
Why  thus  abroad  in  the  chill  hours  of  night  ? 

What  new  diibefs  invades  ? Forgive  my  cares, 

Reply'd  the  hoary  fage ;  for  Greece  I  wake, 
Greece  and  her  dangers  bring  me  to  thy  tent : 
But  hafte,  our  wakeful  peers  in  council  meet; 
This,  this  one  night  determines  flight  or  war. 

Swift  at  the  word  he  feiz*d  his  ample  fhield. 
And  ftrode  alwig ;  and  now  they  bend  their  way 
To  wake  the  brave  Tydides :  him  they  found 
Stretch'd  on  the  earth,  array'd  in  ihining  arms. 
And  round,  his  brave  companions  of  the  war : 
Their  fhields  fuftain'd  their  heads ;  ere6l  their  ipears 
Shot  through  th'  illumin'd  air  a  ftreaming  ray. 
Keen  as  Jove's  lightning  wing'd  athwart  the  ikies. 
Thus  flept  the  chief:  beneath  him  on  the  ground 
A  favage  bull's  black  hide  was  roU'd ;  his  head 
A  fplendid  carpet  bore.     The  flumbering  king 
The  Pylian  gently  with  thefe  words  awakes : 

Rife,  fon  of  Tydeus !  ill,  a  whole  night's  reil 
Suits  with  the  brave  I  and  lleep'lt  thou,  while  proud  Troy 

Hangs 
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Hangs  o'er  our  tents,  and  from  yon  joining  hill 
Prepares  her  war  ?  Awake,  my  friend,  awake ! 

Sudden  the  chief  awoke,  and  mildly  gave 
This  fofc  reply :  Oh !  cruel  to  thy  age. 
Thou  good  old  man !  ne'er  wilt  thou,  wilt  thou  ceafe 
To  burthen  age  with  cares  ?  Has  Greece  no  youths 
To  wake  the  peers  ?  unweary'd  man,  to  bear 
At  once  the  double  load  of  toils,  and  years ! 

'Tis  true,  he  cry'd,  my  fubjeds  and  my  fons 
Might  cafe  a  lire,  and  King :  but  relt  's  a  crime 
When  on  the  edge  of  fate  our  country  ftands : 
Ere  yet  a  few  hours  more  have  run  their  courfe. 
Important  fpace !  Greece  triumphs,  or  Greece  falls ! 
But,  fince  an  old  man's  care  thy  pity  moves, 
Halle,  generous  youth,  with  fpeed  to  council  call 
Meges  the  brave,  and  in  the  race  renown'd 
O'ilean  Ajax. — Strait  the  chief  obey'd. 
Strait  o'er  his  fnoulders  flung  the  ftiaggy  fpoils 
Of  a  huge  tawny  lion;  with  dire  grace 
Down  to  his  feet  they  hung :  fierce  in  his  hand 
He  grafp'd  a  glittering  fpear,  and  join'd  the  guards. 
Wakeful  in  arms  they  fate,  a  faithful  band. 
As  watchful  dogs  proted  the  fleecy  train. 
When  the  ilern  lion,  furious  for  his  prey, 
Rulhes  through  cralliing  woods,  and  on  the  fold 
Springs  from  fome  mountain's  brow,  while  mingled  cries 
Of  men  and  hounds  alarm ;  to  every  found 
Faithful  they  turn :  fo  through  the  gloom  of  night 
They  caft  their  view,  and  caught  each  noife  of  Troy.  - 

Now 
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Now  met  th'  illuftrlous  fynod ;    down  they  fate, 
Down  on  a  fpot  of  ground  unllain'd  with  blood 
Where  vengeful  Hedor  from  the  flaughter  ilay'd 
His  murderous  arm,  when  the  dark  veil  of  night 
Sabled  the  pole :  To  whom  thus  Neftor  fpoke : 

Lives  there  a  fon  of  fame  fo  nobly  brave. 
That  Troy-ward  dares  to  trace  the  dangerous  v/ay. 
To  feize  fome  llraggling  foe  ?  or  learn  what  Troy 
Now  meditates  ?  to  pour  the  flood  of  war 
Fierce  on  our  fleet,  or  back  within  her  walls 
Lead  her  proud  legions  ?  Oh  1  what  fame  would  crowii 
The  hero  thus  triumphant,  prais'd  o'er  earth 
Above  the  fons  of  men !   And  what  rewards 
Should  he  receive  !  From  every  grateful  peer 
A  fable  ewe,  and  lamb,  of  higheft  worth 
Memorial ;  to  a  brave,  heroic  heart 
The  nobleft  prize !  and  at  the  focial  feaft 
Amongft  the  great,  be  his  the  feat  of  fame. 

Abafli'd  they  fate,  and  ev*n  the  brave  knew  fear. 
Not  fo  Tydides :  unappall'd  he  rofe. 
And  nobly  fpoke  !  My  foul !  Oh !  reverend  fage. 
Fires  at  the  bold  defign ;  through  yon  black  holl 
Venturous  I  bend  my  way ;  but,  if  his  aid 
Some  warrior  lend,  my  courage  might  arife 
To  nobler  heights :  the  wife  by  mutual  aid 
Inftrudl  the  wife,  and  brave  men  fire  the  brave. 

Fierce  at  the  word  upftarted  frum  the  ground 
The  ftern  Ajaces,  fierce  bold  Merion  rofe. 
And  Thrafymedes,  fons  of  war :  nor  fate 

The 
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The  royal  Spartan,  nor  great  Neftor's  heir. 
Nor  greater  Ithacus ;  his  manly  heart 

Swell'd  at  the  view  of  fame. Elate  with  joy 

Atrides  faw ;  and  oh !  thou  beft  of  friends. 
Brave  Diomed,  he  cries,  of  all  the  peers 
Chufe  thou  the  vahanteft :  when  merit  pleads. 
Titles  no  deference  claim ;  high  birth  and  flate 
To  valour  yield,  and  worth  is  more  than  power. 

Thus,  fearing  for  his  brother,  (poke  the  king. 
Not  long !  for  Diomed  difpels  his  fears. 

Since  free  my  choice,  can  I  forget  a  friend. 
The  man,  for  wisdom's  various  arts  renown'd ; 
The  man,  whofe  dauntlefs  foul  no  toils  difmay, 
Ulyfles,  lov'd  by  Pallas  ?  through  his  aid. 
Though  thoufand  fires  oppofe,  a  thoufand  fires 
Oppofe  in  vain ;  his  wifdom  points  the  way. 

Nor  praife,  nor  blame,  the  hero  ftrait  replies; 
Ycu  fpeak  to  Greeks,  and  they  UlylTes  know : 
But  hafte  ;   fv/ift  roll  the  hours  of  night,  the  mom 
Already  haftens  to  difplay  her  beams. 
And  in  the  vault  of  heaven  the  liars  decay. 

Swift  at  the  word  they  Iheathe  their  manly  limbs 

Horrid  in  arms :  a  two-edg'd  fword  and  Ihield 

Neftor's  bold  fon  to  ftern  Tydides  gave ; 

A  tough  bull's  hide  his  ample  helmet  form'd. 

No  cone  adorn'd  it,  and  no  plumy  creft 

Wav'd  in  the  air :  a  quiver  and  a  bow. 

And  a  huge  faulcliion,  great  UlyfTes  bears. 

The 
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The  gift  of  Merion :  on  his  head  an  helm 
Of  leather  nodded,  firm  within,  and  bound 
With  many  a  thong ;  without,  in  dreadful  rows 
The  fnowy  tufks  of  a  huge  favage  boar 
Grinn'd  horrible.     Thus  arm'd,  away  they  ftalk 
Undaunted :  o'er  their  heads  the  martial  maid 
Sends  on  the  right  an  her'n;  the  ambient  gloom 
Conceals  liim  from  the  view,  but  loud  in  air 
They  hear  the  clangor  of  his  founding  wings. 
Joyful  the  profperous  fign  Ulyffes  hail'd. 
And  thus  to  Pallas:  Offspring  of  dread  Jove, 
Who  hurls  the  burning  bolts !  O  guardian  power, 
Preient  in  all  my  toils,  who  view'ft  my  way 
Where'er  I  move,  now  thy  cceleftial  aid. 
Now,  goddefs,  lend !  may  deeds  this  night  adorn. 
Deeds  that  all  Troy  may  weep ;  may  we  return 
In  fafety  by  thy  guidance,  heavenly  maid  1 

Tydides  caught  the  word ;   and  oh !  he  cries. 
Virgin  armipotent,  now  grant  thy  aid. 
As  to  my  fire  !  He  by  the  gulphy  flood 
Of  deep  ^fopus  left  th'  embattled  bands 
Of  Greece  in  arms,  and  to  imperial  Thebes 
Bore  terms  of  peace;  but  as  from  haughty  Thebes 
Alone  he  journey'd,  deeds,  heroic  deeds. 
His  arm  atchiev'd,  for  Tydeus  was  thy  care : 
Thus  guard  his  offspring.  Oh!  ftem  queen  of  arms; 
So  (hall  an  heifer  on  thy  altars  bleed. 
Young  and  untam'd ;  to  thee  her  blood  I  pour. 
And  point  her  lunar  horns  with  burnilh'd  gold. 

Thus 
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Thus  pray  the  chiefs,  and  Pallas  hears  their  prayer; 
Then,  like  two  lions  through  the  fhades  of  night, 
Dauntlefs  they  fcride  along ;  and  hold  their  way 
Through  blood,  and  mangled  limbs,  o'er  arms  and 

death. 
*  Nor  pafs  they  far,  e'er  the  fagacious  eye 
Of  Ithacus  difcerns  a  diftant  foe 
Coafting  from  Troy,  and  thus  to  Diomed : 

See !  o'er  the  plain  fome  Trojan  bends  this  way. 
Perhaps  to  fpoil  the  flain !  or  to  our  hoft 
Comes  he  a  fpy  ?  Beyond  us  o'er  the  field 
'Tis  beil  he  pafs,  then  fudden  from  behind 
Rufh  we  precipitant :  but  if  in  flight 
His  aflive  feet  prevail,  thy  fpear  employ 
To  force  him  on  our  lines,  left  hid  in  Ihades, 
Through  the  dufk  air  he  re-efcape  to  Troy. 

Then  couching  to  the  ground,  ambufh'd  they  lay 
Behind  a  hill  of  flain :  onward  the  fpy 
IncefTant  mov'd :  he  pafs'd,  and  now  arofe 
The  fierce  purfuers.     Dolon  heard  the  found 
Of  trampling  feet,  and  panting,  liilening  flood ; 
Now  reached  the  chiefs  within  a  javelin's  throw. 
Stern  foes  of  Dolon !  fvvift  along  the  fliores 
He  wing'd  his  flight,  and  fvvift  along  the  fliores 
They  ftill  purfued :  as  when  two  ikilful  hounds-: 
Chace  o'er  the  lawn  the  hare  or  bounding  roe. 
Still  from  the  flieltering  brake  the  game  they  turn. 
Stretch  every  nerve,  and  bear  upon  the  prey  I 
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So  ran  the  chiefs,  and  from  the  hoft  of  Troy 
Turn'd  the  fwift  foe :  now  nigh  the  fleet  they  flew. 
Now  almoft  mingled  with  the  guards ;  when  lo ! 
The  martial  goddefs  breath'd  heroic  flames 
Fierce  on  Tydides'  foul :  the  hero  fear'd 
Left  fome  bold  Greek  fliould  interpofe  a  wound. 
And  ravifti  half  the  glories  of  the  night. 
Furious  he  Ihook  his  lance,  and.  Stand,  he  cry'd. 
Stand,  or  thou  dy'ft :  then  fternly  from  his  arm 
Launch'd  the  wild  fpear;  wilful  the  javelin  err'd. 
But,  whizzing  o'er  his  fhoulder,  deep  in  earth 
Stood  quivering  ;    and  he  quaking  ftopp'd  aghaft ; 
His  teeth  all  chatter'd,  and  his  flack  knees  knocked; 
He  feem'd  the  bloodlefs  image  of  pale  fear. 
Panting  the  Cpy  they  feize ;  who  thus  with  tears 
Abjed  intreats:  Spare  me,  oh!  fpare,  he  cries; 
My  hoary  fire  your  mercy  fliall  repay. 
Soon  as  he  hears  I  draw  the  vital  air. 
With  ample  wealth,  with  fteel,  with  brafs,  with  gold- 

To  whom  Uiyfles  artfully :  Be  bold : 
Far  hence  the  thought  of  death !  but  inftant  fay 
V/hy  thus  alone  in  the  ftill  hours  of  night 
While  every  eye  is  clos'd  ?  to  fpoil  the  flain 
Com'ft  thou  rapacious  ?  or  fome  nightly  fpy 
By  Hedlor  fent?  or  has  thy  venturous  mind 
Impeird  thee  to  explore  our  martial  bands  ? 

By  Hedor  fent,  and  by  rewards  undone. 
Returns  the  fpy,  (ftill  as  he  fpoke  he  ftiook) 

Vol.  XLIV.  P  I  come 
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I  come  unwilling :  the  refulgent  car 

He  promis'd,  and  immortal  fleeds  that  bear 

To  fight,  the  great  Achilles :  thus  betrayM, 

Through  the  dun  ihades  of  night  I  bend  my  way 

Unprofperous,  to  explore  the  tented  hod 

Of  adverfe  Greece,  and  learn  if  now  they  fland 

Wakeful  on  guard,  or  vanquifh'd  by  our  arms 

Precipitant  defert  the  fliores  of  Troy. 

To  whom  with  fmiles  of  fcorn  the  {age  returns : 
Bold  were  thy  aims,  O  youth!  But  thofe  proud  fteeds, 
Reflive,  difdain  the  ufe  of  vulgar  hands ; 
Scarce  ev*n  the  goddefs-born,  when  the  loud  din 
Of  battle  roars,  fubdues  them  to  the  rein 
Reluftant :  But  this  night  where  Heftor  fleeps 
Faithful  difclofe :  Where  Hand  the  warrior's  fleeds  ? 
Where  lie  his  arms  and  implements  of  war? 
What  guards  are  kept  nodlurnal  ?  Say,  what  Troy 
Now  m^editates  ?  to  pour  the  tide  of  fight 
Fierce  on  our  fleet,  or  back  within  her  walls 

Transfer  the  war? 'To  thefe  demands,  he  cries. 

Faithful  my  tongue  fhall  fpeak :  The  peers  of  Troy 
Heftor  in  council  meets :  round  Ilus'  tomb 
Apart  from  noife  they  fland :  no  guards  furround 
The  fpacious  hoft :  where  through  the  gloom  yon  £res 
Blaze  frequent,  Trojans  wake  to  guard  their  Troy; 
Secure  th'  auxiUars  fleep,  no  tender  cares 
Of  wife  or  fon  difturb  their  calm  repofe. 
Safe  fleep  their  wives  and  fons  on  foreign  fhores. 


But 
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But  fay,  apart  encamp  th'  auxiliar  bands. 
Replies  the  fage,  or  join  the  powers  of  Troy  ? 

Along  the  fea-beat  fhores,  returns  the  fpy. 
The  Leleges  and  Carians  flretch  their  files; 
Near  thefe  the  Caucons,  and  Pelafgian  train. 
And  Poeons,  dreadful  with  the  battle-bow. 
Extended  lie ;  on  the  Thymbrcean  plain 
The  Lycians  and  the  Myfians  in  array 
Spread  their  deep  ranks :  There  the  Maeonian  bards. 
And  Phrygians,  range  the  fiery  fteeds  of  war. 
But  why  this  nice  enquiry  ?  If  your  way 
Venturous  you  bend  to  fearch  the  holl  of  Troy, 
There  in  yon  outmoft  lines,  a  recent  aid. 
The  Thracians  lie,  by  Rhefus  led,  whofe  fteeds 
Outfhine  the  fnow,  outfiy  the  winged  winds. 
With  glittering  filver  plates,  and  radiant  gold 
His  chariot  flames ;  gold  forms  his  dazzling  arms. 
Arms  that  may  grace  a  God ! — But  to  your  tents 
Unhappy  me  convey ;  or  bound  with  chains. 
Fall  bound  with  cruel  chains,  fad  on  the  fhores 
Kere  leave  m.e  captive,  till  you  fafe  return, 
^nd  witnefs  to  the  truth  my  tongue  unfolds. 

To  whom  ftern-frowning  Diomed  replies : 
Though  every  fyllable  be  ftamp'd  with  truth, 
Dolon,  thou  dy'ft :  would'ft  thou  once  more  return 
Darkling  a  fpy,  or  wage,  a  nobler  foe. 
New  war  on  Greece?  Tray  tor,  thou  dy'ft;  nor  more 
New  war  thou  wageft,  nor  return' ft  a  fpy. 

?z  He 
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He  fpcke  terrific :  and  as  Dolon  rais'd 
Suppliant  his  humble  hands,  the  trenchant  blade 
Sheer  through  his  neck  defcends ;  the  furious  blow 
Cleaves  the  tough  nerves  in  twain ;    down  drops  the 

head. 
And  mutters  unintelligible  founds. 
Strait  they  defpoil  the  dead  :  the  wolf's  grey  hide 
They  feize,  the  helm,  the  fpear,  and  battle-bow : 
Thefe,  as  they  dropp'd  with  gore,  on  high  in  air 
Ulyffes  rais'd,  and  to  the  Martial  Maid 
Thus  lowly  confecrates  :  Stern  power  of  war. 
Virgin  armipotent,  receive  thefe  arms. 
Propitious  to  my  vows,  thee,  goddefs,  thee 
Chiefly  I  call :  Direft  our  profperous  way 
To  pierce  the  Thracian  tents,  to  feize  the  fleeds 
Of  Rhefus,  and  the  car  that  flames  with  gold. 

Then  fierce  o'er  broken  arms,  through  ftreams  of 
blood 
They  move  along :  now  reach  the  Thracian  bands 
All  hufli'd  in  fieep  profound ;  their  fliining  arms 
Rang'd  in  three  ranks  along  the  plain,  around 
Illumin'd  the  dun  air :  Chariot  and  horfe 
By  every  Thracian  fl:ood :  Rhefus  their  king 
Slept  in  the  center  of  the  circling  bands. 
And  his  proud  flieeds  were  rein'd  behind  his  cat. 
With  joy  Ulyfl'es  through  the  gloom  defcry'd 
The  fleeping  king ;  and  lo !  he  cries,  the  fleeds, 
Lo !  Diomed,  the  chief  of  Thrace,  this  night 
Defcrib'd  by  Dolon :  Now,  oh !  nowj  tliy  flrength 

Dauntlefs 


HOMER'S     ILIAD,     BOOKX.     aij 

Dauntlefs  exert !  loofe  thou  the  furious  Heeds  ; 
'  Or  while  the  fteeds  I  loofe,  with  ilaughtering  hands 
Invade  the  foldiery :  He  fpoke,  and  now 
The  Queen  of  Arms  inflam'd  Tydides'  foul 
With  all  her  martial  fires :  his  reeking  blade 
On  every  fide  dealt  fate ;  low,  hollow  groans 
Murmur'd  around,  blood  o'er  the  crimfon  field 
Well'd  from  the  flain :  As  in  his  nightly  haunts 
The  furly  lion  rufiies  on  the  fold 
Of  Iheep,  or  goat,  and  rends  th'  unguarded  prey  5 
So  he  the  Thracian  bands :  Twelve  by  his  fvvord 
Lay  breathlefs  on  the  ground :  behind  liim  fiood 
Sage  Ithacus,  and,  as  the  warrior  flew. 
Swift  he  remov'd  the  flain,  leil  the  fierce  fieeds. 
Not  yet  inur'd  to  blood,  fhould  trembling  ftart. 
Impatient  of  the  dead :  Now  o'er  the  king 
Ke  whirls  his  wrathful  blade,  now  furious  gores 
His  heaving  cheft:  he  wak'd  not;  but  a  dream 
By  Pallas  fent,  rofe  in  his  anxious  thoughts ; 
A  vifionary  warrior  frowning  flood 
Fall:  by  his  head,  and  his  aerial  fword 
Piung'd  through  his  labouring  breall :  Mean  while  the 

fteeds 
The  fage  unbinds,  and  inftant  with  h's  bow 
Drives  through  the  fleeping  ranks :  Then  to  his  friend 
Gave  fignak  of  retreat;  but  nobler  deeds 
He  meditates,  to  drag  the  radiant  car. 
Or  lift  it  through  the  threefold  ranks,  up-born 
High  on  his  fhoulders,  or  with  flaughter  flain 
Th'  enfanguin'd  field.f  when,  lo !  the  Martial  Maid 

P  3  Down 
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Down  rufhes  from  the  battlements  of  heaven. 
And  fudden  cries.  Return,  brave  chief,  return. 
Left  from  the  Ikies  fome  guardian  power  of  Troy 
Wrathful  defcend,  and  rouze  the  hoftile  bands. 

Thus  fpeaks  the  Warrior  Queen :  the  heavenly  voice 
Tydides  owns,  and  mounts  the  fiery  fteeds, 
Obfervant  of  the  high  command ;  the  bow 
Sage  Ithacus  apply'd,  and  tow'rd  the  tents 
Scourg'd  the  proud  Heeds,  the  Heeds  flew  o'er  the  plain* 

A        PASTORAL, 

To  a  Young  Lady,  upon  her  leaving,  and  return  to, 

the  Country. 

Damon. 

SAY,  while  each  fcene  fo  beautiful  appears. 
Why  heaves  thy  bofom,  and  why  flow  thy  tears  ? 
See  1  from  the  clouds  the  fpring  defcends  in  fhowers. 
The  painted  vallies  laugh  with  riflng  flowers  : 
Smooth  flow  the  floods,  foft  breathe  the  vernal  airs ; 
The  fpring,  flowers,  floods,  confpire  to  charm  our  cares* 

F  L  o  R  u  s. 
But  vain  the  pleafure  which  the  feafon  yields. 
The  laughing  vallies,  or  the  painted  fields. 
No  more,  ye  floods,  in  filver  mazes  flow ; 
Smile  not,  ye  flowers;  no  more,  foft  breezes,  blow: 
Far,  Damon,  far  from  thefe  unhappy  groves. 
The  cruel,  lovely  Rofalinda  roves, 

Damon. 
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0  A  M  0  N . 

Ah !  now  I  know  why  late  the  opening  buds 

Closed  up  their  gems,  and  ficken'd  in  the  woods ; 

Why  droop'd  the  lily  in  her  fnowy  pride  ; 

And  why  the  rofe  withdrew  her  fvveets,  and  dy'd : 

For  thee,  fair  Rofalind,  the  opening  buds 

Clos'd  up  their  gems,  and  ficken'd  in  the  woods ; 

For  thee  the  liiy  fhed  her  fnowy  pride  ; 

For  thee  the  rofe  withdrew  her  fweets,  and  dy*d. 

F  L  o  R  u  s. 
See !  where  yon  vine  in  foft  embraces  weaves 
Her  wanton  ringlets  with  the  myrtle's  leaves ; 
There  tun'd  fweet  Philomel  her  fprightly  lay. 
Both  to  the  rifmg  and  the  falling  day : 
But  fmce  fair  Rofalind  forfcok  the  plains. 
Sweet  Philomel  no  more  renews  her  ftrains ; 
With  forrow  dumb,  Ihe  difregards  her  lay. 
Nor  greets  the  rifmg  nor  the  falling  day. 

Damon. 

Say,  O  ye  winds,  that  range  the  diftant  fkies. 
Now  fwell'd  to  tempefts  by  my  rifmg  fighs; 
Say,  while  my  Rofalind  deferts  thefe  (hores. 
How  Damon  dies  for  whom  his  foul  adores. 

F  L  o  R  u  s. 

Ye  murmuring  fountain ',  and  ye  wandering  floods. 
That  vifit  various  lands  through  various  roads ; 

P  4.  Say, 
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Say,  when  ye  find  where  Rofalind  refides. 
Say,  how  my  tears  increafe  your  fwelling  tides^ 

Damon. 

Tell  me,  I  charge  you,  O  ye  fylvan  fwalns ! 
Who  range  the  mazy  grove,  or  flowery  plains, 
Beiide  what  fountain,  in  what  breezy  bower. 
Reclines  rny  charmer  in  the  noon-tide  hour !: 

F  L  o  R  u  s. 

Soft,  I  adjure  you,  by  the  Ikipping  fawns. 
By  the  fleet  roes,  that  bound  along  the  lawns ; 
Soft  tread,  ye  virgin  daughters  of  the  grove. 
Nor  with  your  dances  wake  my  fleeping  love  I 

Damon. 
Return,  O  virgin !  and  if  proud  difdain 
Arm  thy  fierce  foul,  return,  enjoy  my  pain; 
If  pleas'd  thou  view'ft  a  faithful  lover's  cares. 
Thick  rife,  ye  fighs ;  in  floods  defcend,  ye  tears  I 

F  L  o  R  u  a. 
Return,  O  virgin !  while  in  verdant  meads 
By  fprings  we  fport,  or  dream  on  flowery  beds ; 
She  weary  wanders  through  the  defert  way. 
The  food  of  wolves,  or  hungry  lions'  prey.. 

Damon. 
Ah!  {hidd  her,  heaven!  your  rage,  ye  bealls,  forbear! 
Thofe  are  not  limbs  for  favages  to  tear ! 

Adieu, 
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Adieu,  ye  meads !  with  her  through  wilds  I  go 
O'er  burning  fands,  or  everlaftiag  fnow; 
With  her  I  wander  through  the  defert  way. 
The  food  of  wolves,  or  hungry  lions'  prey. 

F  L  o  R  u  s. 
Come,  Rofalind,  before  the  wintery  clouds 
Frown  o'er  th'  aerial  vault,  and  rufh  in  floods; 
Ere  raging  ftorms  howl  o'er  the  frozen  plains; 
Thy  charms  may  fuiFer  by  the  florms  or  rains » 

Damon. 

Come,  Rofalind,  O  come;  then  infant  flowers 

Shall  bloom  and  fmile,  and  form  their  charms  by  yours  ; 

By  you,  the  lily  fhall  her  white  compofe ; 

Your  blulli  fliall  add  new  bluflies  to  the  rofe  ; 

Each  flowery  mead,  and  every  tree  fliall  bud. 

And  fuller  honours  cloath  the  youthful  wood, 

F  L  O  R  U  S. 

Yet,  ah !  forbear  to  urge  thy  homeward  way. 
While  fultry  funs  infefl:  the  glowing  day : 
The  fultry  funs  thy  beauties  may  impair  !— 
Yet  halle  away !  for  thou  art  now  too  fair. 

Damon. 
Hark !  from  yon  bower  what  airs  foft-warbled  playl 
My  foul  takes  wing  to  meet  th'  enchanting  lay : 
Silence,  ye  nightingales !   attend  the  voice  ! 
While  thus  it  warbles,  all  your  fongs  are  noife. 

F  L  0  R  U  S, 
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F  L  0  R  U  S. 

Seel  from  the  bower  a  form  majeftic  moves. 
And  fmoothly  gliding  Ihines  along  the  groves; 
Say,  comes  a  goddefs  from  the  golden  fpheres  ? 
A  goddefs  comes,  or  Rofalind  appears ! 

Damon. 

Shine  forth,  thou  fun,  bright  ruler  of  the  day ; 
And  where  ftie  treads,  ye  flowers,  adorn  the  v.'ay ! 
Rejoice,  ye  groves;   my  heart,  difmifs  thy  cares! 
My  Goddefs  comes,  my  Rofalind  appears ! 


POVERTY     AND    POETRY. 

^^'TT^WAS  fung  of  old  how  one  Amphion 

-L      Could  by  his  verfes  tame  a  lion. 
And,  by  his  Urange  enchanting  tunes,    o 
Make  bears  or  wolves  dance  rigadoons ; 
'His  fongs  could  call  the  timber  down. 
And  form  it  into  houfe  or  town; 
But  it  is  plain  that  in  thefe  times 
No  houfe  is  raii'd  by  poets'  rhymes; 
They  for  themfelves  can  only  rear 
A  few  wild  caftles  in  the  air; 
!Poor  are  the  brethren  of  the  bays, 
Down  from  high  ftrains,  to  ekes  and  ayes. 
Tne  Mufes  too  are  virgins  yet. 
And  may  be — till  they  portions  get. 


Yet 
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Yet  Mil  the  doating  rhymer  dreams. 
And  fmgs  of  Helicon's  bright  flreams; 
But  Helicon,  for  all  his  clatter. 
Yields  only  uninfpiring  water ; 
Yet  ev'n  athirll  he  fvveetly  lings 
Of  Nedar,  and  Elyfian  fprings. 

Wliat  dire  malignant  planet  Iheds, 
Ye  bards,  his  influence  on  your  heads  ? 
Lawyers,  by  endlefs  controverfies, 
Confame  unthinking  clients'  purfes. 
As  Pharcah's  kine,  which  ftrange  and  odd  is, 
Devour'd  the  plump  and  well-fed  bodies. 

The  grave  phyfician,  who  by  phyfic. 
Like  death,  difpatches  him  that  is  fick, 
Purfues  a  fure  and  thriving  trade ; 
Though  patient's  die,  the  doftor  's  paid : 
Licens'd  to  kill,  he  gains  a  palace. 
For  what  another  mounts  the  gallows. 

In  fhady  groves  the  Mufes  ftray. 
And  love  in  flowery  meads  to  play  ; 
a'\n  idle  crew !  whofe  only  trade  is 
To  (h"ne  in  trifles,  like  our  ladies ; 
In  drefling,  dancing,  toying,  fmging. 
While  wifer  Pallas  thrives  by  fpinning : 
Thus  they  gain  nothing  to  bequeath 
Their  votaries,  but  a  laurel  wreath. 


But  love  rewards  the  bard !  the  f^ 
Attend  his  fong,  and  eafe  his  care : 


Alas  I 


a»o  B  R  O  O  M  E  ^  S     POEMS. 

Alas !  fond  youth,  your  plea  you  urge  ill 
Without  a  jointure,  though  a  Virgil : 
Could  you  like  Phoebus  Ting,  in  vain 
You  nobly  fwell  the  lofty  ftrain ; 
Coy  Daphne  flies,  and  you  will  find  as 
Hard  hearts  as  hers  in  your  Belindas. 

But  then  fome  fay  you  purchafe  fame. 
And  gain  that  envy'd  prize,  a  name ; 
Great  recompence !  like  his  who  fells 
A  diamond,  for  beads  and  bells. 
Will  fame  be  thought  fuiHcient  bail 
To  keep  the  poet  from  the  jail  ? 

Thus  the  brave  foldier,  in  the  wars. 
Gets  empty  praife,  and  aking  fears ; 
Is  paid  with  fame  and  wooden  legs ; 
And  flarv'd,  the  glorious  vagrant  hsgs. 


TO      A      LADY 
PLAYING     WITH     A     SNAKE. 

T  is  a  pleading,  direful  light ! 
At  once  you  charm  us,  and  affright  I 
So  heaven  deftroying  angels  arms 
With  terror,  dreadful  in  their  charms  I 

Such,  fuch  was  Cleopatra's  air. 

Lovely,  but  formidably  fair. 

When  the  griev'd  world  impoveriih'd  lofl. 

By  the  dire  afp,  its  nobleit  boaft. 

Aw'd 


TO     A     LADY. 

Aw'd  by  your  guardian's  dangerous  power. 
At  diflance  trembling  we  adore ; 
At  diftance,  once  again  behold 
A  ferpent  guard  the  blooming  gold. 

Well  pleas'd,  and  harmlefs,  lo !  he  lies, 
Bafks  in  the  funlhine  of  your  eyes ; 
Now  twifcs  his  fpires,  and  now  unfurls 
The  gay  confufion  of  his  curls. 

Oh !  happy  on  your  breaft  to  lie. 
As  that  bright  *  ftar  that  gilds  the  fky. 
Who  ceafmg  in  the  fpheres  to  ihinc. 
Would,  for  your  breaft,  his  heaven  refign 

Yet,  oh !  fair  virgin,  caution  take. 
Left  fome  bold  cheat  aftume  the  fnake. 
When  Jove  conipreft  the  f  Grecian  dame. 
Aloof  he  threw  the  lightning's  flame ; 
On  radiant  fpires  the  lover  rode. 
And  in  the  fnake  conceal'd  the  God. 


TO    A    LADY    OF    THIRTY. 

NO  more  let  youth  its  beauty  boaft, 
S n  at  Thirty  reigns  a  toaft. 

And,  like  the  fun  as  he  declines. 
More  mildly,  but  more  fweetly  fhines. 

*  The  Scorpion. 

"f  Olympias,  mother  of  Alexander  the  Great. 


TliC 
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The  hand  of  Time  alone  difarms 
Her  face  of  its  fiiperfluous  charms ; 
But  adds,  for  every  grace  refign'd, 
A  thoufand  to  adorn  her  mind. 

Youth  was  her  too  inflaming  time ; 
This,  her  more  habitable  clime : 
How  muft  flie  then  each  heart  engage. 
Who  blooms  like  youth,  is  wife  like  age ! 

Thus  the  rich  orange-trees  produce 
At  once  both  ornament,  and  ufe : 
Here  opening  bloflbms  we  behold. 
There  fragrant  orbs  of  ripen'd  gold. 

ON      THE      BIRTH-DAY 
OF   MR.  ROBERT   TREFUSIS, 
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AWAKE,  fweet  babe  1  the  fun's  emerging  ray. 
That  gave  you  birth,  renews  the  happy  day ! 
Calmly  ferene,  and  glorious  to  the  view. 

He  marches  forth,  and  llrives  to  look  like  you. 


Variations. 
WHY,  lovely  babe,  does  (lumber  feal  your  eyes? 
See,  fair  Aurora  blufhes  in  the  fkies ! 
The  fun,  which  gave  you  birth,  in  bright  array 
Begins  his  courfe,  and  ufliers  in  the  day. 
Calmly  ferene,  and  glorious  to  the  view. 
He  marches  forth,  and  ftrives  to  look  like  you. 

Fair 
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Fair  beauty*s  bud !  when  time  fhall  ftretch  thy  fpan. 
Confirm  thy  charms,  and  ripen  thee  to  man, 
"What  plenteous  fruits  thy  bloffoms  fhall  produce. 
And  yield  not  barren  ornament,  but  ufe ! 
Ev'n  now  thy  fpring  a  rich  increafe  prepares 
To  crown  thy  riper  growth,  and  manly  years. 

Thus  in  the  kernel's  intricate  difguife. 
In  miniature  a  little  orchard  lies ; 
The  fibrous  labyrinths  by  juil  degrees 
Stretch  their  fvvoln  cells,  replete  with  future  trees ; 


Fair  beauty's  bud !  when  time  fhall  ftretch  thy  fpan. 
Confirm  thy  charms,  and  ripen  thee  to  man. 
How  fhall  each  fwain,  each  beauteous  nymph  complain. 
For  love  each  nymph,  for  envy  every  fwain! 
What  matchlefs  charms  fhall  thy  full  noon  adorn. 
When  fo  admir'd,  foglorious,  is  thy  morn  ! 
So  glorious  is  thy  morn  of  life  begun. 
That  all  to  thee  with  admiration  run. 
Turn  Perfians,  and  adore  the  rifing  Sun. 
So  fair  thou  art,  that  if  great  Cupid  be 
A  child,  as  poets  fay;    fure  thou  art  he. 
Fair  Venus  would  miftake  thee  for  her  own. 
Did  not  thy  eyes  proclaim  thee  not  her  fon. 
There  all  the  lightnings  of  thy  mother's  fhine, 
Their  radiant  glory  and  their  fweetnefs  join. 
To  (hew  their  fatal  power,  and  all  their  charms,  In  thine 
If  fond  NarcIfTus  in  the  cryflal  flood, 
A  form  like  thine,  O  lovely  infant,  vlew'd, 
Well  might  the  flame  the  pining  youth  deflroy  ; 
Excefs  of  beauty  juflificd  the  boy. 

By 


I 
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By  time  evolv'd,  the  fpreading  branches  rife. 
Yield  their  rich  fruits,  and  fhoot  into  the  fkies. 

O  lovely  babe,  what  luftre  ihall  adorn 
Thy  noon  of  beauty,  when  fo  bright  thy  morn ! 
Shine  forth  advancing  with  a  brighter  ray. 
And  may  no  vice  o'ercloud  thy  future  day  1 
With  nobler  aims  inftru6l  thy  foul  to  glow. 
Than  thofe  gay  trifles,  titles,  wealth,  and  Ihow: 
May  valour,  wifdom,  learning,  crown  thy  days ! 
Thofe  fools  admire — thefe  heaven  and  angels  praife!* 

With  riches  bleft,  to  heaven  thofe  riches  lend. 
The  poor  man's  guardian,  and  the  good  man's  friend : 
Bid  virtuous  forrow  fmile,  fcorn'd  merit  chear. 
And  o'er  afflidion  pour  the  generous  tear. 


Addition. 
*   To  brace  the  mind  to  dignity  of  thought, 
To  ernulate  what  godlike  Tully  wrote, 
Be  this  thy  early  wiih!   The  garden  breeds. 
If  unimprov'd,  at  leaft  but  gaudy  weeds: 
And  ftubborn  youth,  by  culture  unfubdued. 
Lies  wildly  barren,  or  but  gayly  rude. 
Yet,  as  fome  Phidias  gives  the  marble  life. 
While  Art  with  Nature  holds  a  dubious  ftrife. 
Adorns  a  rock  with  graces  not  its  own, 
And  calls  a  Venus  from  the  rugged  ftone; 
So  culture  aids  the  human  foul  to  rife. 
To  fcorn  the  fordid  earth,  and  mount  the  fkies. 
Till  by  degrees  the  noble  gucft  refines. 
Claims  her  high  birthright,  and  divinely  Ihines. 

Some, 
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Some,  wildly  liberal,  fquander,  not  bellow. 
And  give  unprais'd,  becaufe  they  give  for  Ibow: 
To  fanflify  thy  wealth,  on  worth  employ 
Thy  gold,  and  to  a  bleffing  turn  the  toy : 
Thus  offerings  from  th'  unjuft  pollute  the  fkles. 
The  good,  turn  fmoke  into  a  facrifice. 

As  when  an  artill  plans  a  favourite  draught. 
The  ftruftures  rife  refponfive  to  the  thought ; 
A  palace  grows  beneath  his  forming  hands. 
Or  worthy  of  a  God  a  temple  Hands : 
^uch  is  thy  rifing  frame !  by  heaven  defign'd 
A  temple,  worthy  of  a  godlike  mind ; 
Nobly  adorn'd,  and  finilh'd  to  difplay 
A  fuller  beam  of  heaven's  ethereal  ray. 

May  all  thy  charms  increafe,  O  lovely  boy ! 
Spare  them,  ye  pains,  and  age  alone  deftroy ! 
So  fair  thou  art,  that  if  great  Cupid  be 
A  child,  the  God  might  boafl  to  look  like  thee ! 
When  young  liilus'  form  he  deign'd  to  wear. 
Such  were  his  fmiles,  and  fuch  his  winning  air: 
Ev'n  Venus  might  miftake  thee  for  her  own. 
Did  not  thy  eyes  proclaim  thee  not  her  fon ; 
Thence  all  the  lightning  of  thy  mother's  flies, 
A  Cupid,  grac'd  with  Cytherica's  eyes ! 

Yet  ah  1  how  fhort  a  date  the  powers  decree 
To  that  bright  frame  of  beauties,  and  to  thee  I 
Pafs  a  few  days,  and  all  thofe  beauties  fly  ! 
Pafs  a  few  years,  and  thou,  alas !  (halt  die ! 
Then  all  thy  kindred,  all  thy  friends  fhall  fee 
With  tears,  what  now  thou  art,  and  they  muft  be ; 

VoL.XLIV,  CL  A  pale 
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A  pale,  cold,  lifelefs  lump  of  earth  deplore ! 
Such  (halt  thou  be,  and  kings  fhall  be  no  more ! 

But  oh  1  when,  ripe  for  death,  fate  calls  thee  hence. 
Sure  lot  of  every  mortal  excellence  1 
When,  pregnant  as  the  womb,  the  teeming  earth 
Refigns  thee  quicken'd  to  thy  fecond  birth. 
Rife,  cloath'd  with  beauties  that  fhall  never  die  I 
A  faint  on  earth !  an  angel  in  the  Iky  I 

TO  A  GENTLEMAN  OF  SEVENTY, 
WHO  MARRIED  A  LADY  OF  SIXTEEN. 

WHAT  woes  muft  fuch  unequal  union  bring. 
When  hoary  Winter  weds  the  youthful  Spring  I 
You,  like  Mezentius,*  in  the  nuptial  bed. 
Once  more  unite  the  living  to  the  dead. 

THE  FORTY-THIRD  CHAPTER  OF 
ECCLESIASTICUS. 

A      PARAPHRASE. 


THE  fun,  that  rolls  his  beamy  orb  on  high. 
Pride  of  the  world,  and  glory  of  the  fky, 
Illuflrious  in  his  courfe,  in  bright  array 
Marches  along  the  heavens,  and  fcatters  day 
O'er  earth,  and  o'er  the  main,  and  through  th'  ethe- 
real way. 


} 


*  **  The  living  and  the  dead,  at  his  command, 
**  Were  coupled  face  to  face,  and  hand  to  hand.'* 

Dryden*s  Virgil,  JEn»  vlii 

He 


^ 
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He  In  the  mom  renews  his  radiant  round. 
And  warms  the  fragrant  bofom  of  the  ground ; 
But  ere  the  noon  of  day,  in  fiery  gleams 
He  darts  the  glory  of  his  blazing  beams; 
Beneath  the  burnings  of  his  fukry  ray. 
Earth  to  her  centre  pierc'd  admits  the  day; 
Huge  vales  expand,  where  rivers  roU'd  before. 
And  leiTen'd  feas  contraft  within  their  ihore. 

O !  Power  fupreme !  O !  high  above  all  height  I 
Thou  gav'fl  the  fun  to  fhine,  and  thou  art  light : 
Whether  he  falls  or  rifes  in  the  Ikies, 
He  by  thy  voice  is  taught  to  fall  or  rife ; 
Swiftly  he  moves,  refulgent  in  his  fphere. 
And  meafures  out  the  day,  the  month,  and  year; 
He  drives  the  hours  along  with  flower  pace. 
The  minutes  rufli  away  impetuous  in  their  race : 
He  wakes  the  flowers  that  fleep  within  the  earth. 
And  calls  the  fragrant  infants  out  to  birth; 
The  fragrant  infants  paint  th'  enamel'd  vales. 
And  native  incenfe  loads  the  balmy  gales ; 
The  balmy  gales  the  fragrancy  convey 
To  heaven,  and  to  their  God  an  offering  pay. 

By  thy  command  the  moon,  as  day-light  fades. 
Lifts  her  broad  circle  in  the  deepening  fliades ; 
Array'd  in  glory,  and  enthron'd  in  light. 
She  breaks  the  folemn  terrors  of  the  night; 
Sweetly  inconflant  in  her  varying  flame. 
She  changes  flill,  another,  yet  the  fame ! 

0^2  Now 
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Now  in  decreafe  by  flow  degrees  flie  flirouds 

Her  fading  luftre  in  a  veil  cf  clouds ; 

Now  at  increafe,  her  gathering  beams  difplay 

A  blaze  of  light,  and  give  a  paler  day ; 

Ten  thoufand  ftars  adorn  her  glittering  train. 

Fall  when  flie  falls,  and  rife  with  her  again; 

And  o'er  the  deferts  of  the  iky  unfold 

Their  burning  fpangles  of  fidereal  gold : 

Through  the  wide  heavens  {he  moves  ferenely  bright. 

Queen  of  the  gay  attendants  of  the  night ; 

Orb  above  orb  in  fweet  confufion  lies. 

And  with  a  bright  diforder  paints  the  fkies. 

The  Lord  of  Nature  fram'd  the  fhowery  bow, 
Turn'd  its  gay  arch,  and  bade  its  colours  glow : 
Its  radiant  circle  compafles  the  fkies. 
And  fweetly  the  rich  tinftures  faint,  and  rife ; 
It  bids  the  horrors  of  the  ftorm  to  ceafe. 
Adorns  the  clouds,  and  makes  the  tempefl  pleafe. 

He,  when  deep-rolling  clouds  blot  out  the  day. 
And  thunderous  ftorms  a  folemn  gloom  difplay. 
Pours  down  a  watery  deluge  from  on  high. 
And  opens  all  the  fluices  of  the  fky : 
High  o'er  the  Ihores  the  rulhing  furge  prevails, 
Burlls  o'er  the  plain,  and  roars  along  the  vales; 
Dafhing  abruptly,  dreadful  down  it  comes. 
Tumbling  through  rocks,  and  tofTes,  whirls  and  foams: 
Mean  time,  from  every  region  of  the  iky, 
Xed  burning  bolts  in  forky  vengeance  fly ; 

Dreadfully 
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Dreadfully  bright  o'er  Teas  and  earth  they  glare. 
And  burlls  of  thunder  rend  th'  encumber'd  air; 
At  once  the  thunders  of  th'  Almighty  found. 
Heaven  lours,  defcend  the  floods,  and  rocks  the  ground. 

He  gives  the  furious  whirlwind  wings  to  fly. 
To  rend  the  earth,  and  wheel  along  the  iky ; 
In  circling  eddies  whirl'd,  it  roars  aloud. 
Drives  wave  on  wave,  and  dafhes  cloud  on  cloud; 
Where'er  it  moves,  it  lays  whole  forefts  low; 
And  at  the  blail,  eternal  mountains  bow; 
While,  tearing  up  the  fands,  in  drifts  they  rife. 
And  half  the  deferts  mount  the  burthen'd  ikies. 

He  from  aerial  treafures  downward  pours 
Sheets  of  unfully'd  fnow  in  lucid  ihowers ; 
Flake  after  flake,  through  air  thick-wavering  flies. 
Till  one  vail  ihining  wafte  all  nature  lies : 
Then  the  proud  hills  a  virgin  wliitenefs  fhed, 
A  dazzling  brightnefs  glitters  from  the  mead; 
The  hoary  trees  refled  a  filver  fliow. 
And  groves  beneath  the  lovely  burden  bow. 

He  from  lobfe  vapours  with  an  icy  chain 
Binds  the  round  hail,  and  moulds  the  harden'd  rain : 
The  i^ony  tempeft,  with  a  rufhing  found. 
Beats  the  firm  glebe,  refulting  from  the  ground; 
Swiftly  it  falls,  and  as  it  falls  invades 
The  rifmg  herb,  or  breaks  the  fpreading  blades : 
While  infant  flowers  that  rais'd  their  bloomy  heads, 
Crufli'd  by  its  fury,  fmk  into  their  beds. 

CL3  When 
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When  Ilormy  Winter  from  the  frozen  Nortk 
Borne  on  his  icy  chariot  ilTues  forth. 
The  blafted  groves  their  verdant  pride  refign. 
And  billows  harden'd  into  cryftal  fhine : 
Sharp  blows  the  rigour  of  the  piercing  winds. 
And  the  proud  floods  as  with  a  breail-plate  binds : 
Ev'n  the  proud  feas  forget  in  tides  to  roll 
Beneath  the  freezings  of  the  Northern  pole ; 
There  waves  on  waves  in  folid  mountains  rifc> 
And  Alps  of  ice  invade  the  wondering  fkies ; 
While  gulphs  below,  and  fiippery  vallies  lie. 
And  with  a  dreadful  brightnefs  pain  the  eye : 
But  if  warm  winds  a  warmer  air  rellore. 
And  fofter  breezes  bring  a  genial  fhower. 
The  genial  Ihower  revives  the  cheerful  plain. 
And  the  huge  hills  flow  down  into  the  main. 

When  the  feas  rage,  and  loud  the  ocean  roars. 
When  foaming  billows  lafh  the  founding  fhores ; 
If  he  in  thunder  bid  the  waves  fubfide. 
The  waves  obedient  fmk  upon  the  tide, 
A  fudden  peace  controls  the  limpid  deep. 
And  the  ftill  waters  in  foft  filence  flcep. 
Then  heaven  lets  down  a  golden- llreaming  ray. 
And  all  the  broad  expanfion  flames  with  day : 
In  the  clear  glafs  the  mariners  defcry 
A  fun  inverted,  and  a  downward  fky. 

They  who  adventurous  plough  the  watery  way. 
The  dreadful  wonders  of  the  deep  furvey ; 

Familiar 
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Familiar  with  the  ftorms,  their  fails  unbind. 
Tempt  the  rough  blaft,  and  bound  before  the  wind ; 
Now  high  they  mount,  now  fhoot  into  a  vale. 
Now  fmooth  their  courfe,  and  feud  before  the  gale; 
There  rolling  monllers,  arm'd  in  fcaly  pride. 
Flounce  in  the  billows,  and  dafh  round  the  tide ; 
There  huge  Leviathan  unwieldy  moves. 
And  through  the  waves,  a  hving  iiland,  roves; 
In  dreadful  paftime  terribly  he  fports. 
And  the  vaft  ocean  fcarce  his  weight  fupports ; 
Where'er  he  turns,  the  hoary  deeps  divide ; 
He  breathes  a  tempeft,  and  he  fpouts  a  tide. 

Thus,  Lord,  the  wonders  of  earth,  fea,  and  air. 
Thy  boundlefs  wifdom  and  thy  power  declare ; 
Thou  high  in  glory,  and  in  might  ferene, 
See'ft  and  mov'll  all,  thyfelf  unmov'd,  unfeen: 
Should  men  and  angels  join  in  fongs  to  raife 
A  grateful  tribute  equal  to  thy  praife. 
Yet  far  thy  glory  would  their  praife  outfliine. 
Though  men  and  angels  in  the  fong  ihould  join; 
For  though  this  earth  with  ikill  divine  is  wrought. 
Above  the  guefs  of  man,  or  angel's  thought. 
Yet  in  the  fpacious  regions  of  the  fkies 
New  fcenes  unfold,  and  worlds  on  worlds  arife; 
There  other  orbs,  round  other  funs  advance. 
Float  on  the  air,  and  run  their  myftic  dance ; 
And  yet  the  power  of  thy  Almighty  hand 
Can  build  another  world  from  every  fand : 
And  though  vain  man  arraign  thy  high  decree. 
Still  this  is  juft !  what  is,  that  ought  to  be« 

Q-+  The 
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THE  CONCLUSION  OF  AN  EPILOGUE 

To  Mr.  Southern's  laft  Play,  called  Money  the  Mistress. 

THERE  was  a  time,  when  in  his  younger  years. 
Our  author's  fcenes  commanded  fmiles  or  tears  ; 
And  though  beneath  the  weight  of  days  he  bends. 
Yet,  like  the  fun,  he  ftiines  as  he  defcends : 
Then  with  applaufe,  in  honour  to  his  age, 
Difmifs  your  veteran  foldier  *ofF  the  ftage ; 
Crown  his  laft  exit  with  diftinguifh'd  praife. 
And  kindly  hide  his  f  baldnefs  with  the  bays. 

TH:E        PARTING, 

A        SONG, 
Set  by  Dr.  Tudway,  ProfelTor  of  Mufic  in  Cambridge. 

WHEN  from  the  plains  Belinda  fled, 
Thefad  Amintorfigh'd; 
And  thus,  while  ftreams  of  tears  he  fhed. 
The  mouimful  fliepherd  cry'd : 

*'  Move  flow,  ye  hours  1  thou,  time,  delay ! 
*'  Prolong  the  bright  Belinda's  ftay : 
*^  But  you,  like  her,  my  prayer  deny, 
"  And  cruelly  away  ye  fly. 

*  From  the  ftage, 

•f  Alluding  to  a  vote  of  the  Roman   fenate,  by  which  they 
tiecrced  Cscfar  a  crown  of  laurel  to  cover  his  baldnefs* 

«  Yet 
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"  Yet  though  fhe  flies,  fhe  leaves  behind 
*'  Her  lovely  image  in  my  mind. 
"  O !  fair  Belinda,  with  me  ftay, 
"  Or  take  thy  image  too  away  1 

**  See !  how  the  fields  are  gay  around, 
"  How  painted  flowers  adorn  the  ground ! 
*'  As  if  the  fields,  as  well  as  I, 
*'  Were  proud  to  pleafe  my  fair-one's  eye. 

"  But  now,  ye  fields,  no  more  be  gay ; 

"  No  more,  ye  flowers,  your  charms  difplay ! 

"  'Tis  defert  all,  now  you  are  fled, 

*'  And  paradife  is  where  you  tread." 

Unmov'd  the  virgin  flies  his  cares. 

To  fliine  at  court  and  play: 
To  lonely  fliades  the  youth  repairs. 

To  weep  his  life  away. 

ON     A     FLOWER 

WHICH  BELINDA  GAVE  ME  FROM  HER  BOSOM. 

O!  lovely  offspring  of  the  May, 
Whence  flow  thy  balmy  odours,  fay  I 
Such  odours — not  the  orient  boafls ! 
Though  Paradife  adorn'd  the  coafls ! 
0 1  fweeter  than  each  flower  that  blooms. 
This  fragrance  from  thy  bofom  comes ! 
Thence,  thence  fuch  fweets  are  fpread  abroad. 

As  might  be  incenfe  for  a  God ! 

Whea 
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When  Venus  flood  conceaPd  from  view. 
Her  fon,  the  latent  ^Goddefs  knew. 
Such  fweets  breathed  round !  and  thus  we  know 
Our  other  Venus  here  below. 

But  fee !  my  faireft,  fee  this  flower. 
This  ihort-liv'd  beauty  of  an  hour! — 
Such  are  thy  charms ! — yet  Zephyrs  bring 
The  flower  to  bloom  again  in  fpring : 
But  beauty,  when  it  once  declines. 
No  more  to  warm  the  lover  fhines : 
Alas  1  inceffant  fpeeds  the  day. 
When  thou  fhalt  be  but  common  clay ! 
When  I,  who  now  adore,  may  fee. 
And  ev'n  with  horror  flart  from  Thee  I 

But  ere,  fweet  gift,  thy  grace  confumes. 
Show  thou  my  fair-one  how  fhe  blooms  1 
Put  forth  thy  charms : — and  then  declare 
Thyfelf  lefs  fweet,  thyfelf  lef^  fair  1 
Then  fudden,  by  a  fwift  decay. 
Let  all  thy  beauties  fade  away; 
And  let  her  in  thy  glafs  defcry. 
How  youth,  and  how  frail  beauty  die. 

Ah !  turn,  my  charmer,  turn  thy  eyes  I 
See !  how  at  once  it  fades,  it  dies  I 


*  Ambrofiaeque  comae  divinum  vertice  odorem 
Spkavere*  Virc. 


While 
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While  thine — it  gaily  pleas'd  the  view, 

Un faded,  as  before  it  grew  1 

Now,  from  thy  bofom  doom'd  to  flray, 

'Tis  oaly  beauteous  in  decay : 

So  the  fweet-fmelling  Indian  flowers, 

Griev'd  when  they  leave  thofe  happier  fhores. 

Sicken,  and  die  away  in  ours. 

So  flowers,  in  Eden  fond  to  blow. 

In  Paradife  would  only  grow. 

Nor  wonder,  fairefl,  to  furvey 
The  flower  fo  fuddenly  decay ! 
Too  cold  thy  breall !  *nor  can  it  grow 
Between  fuch  little  hills  of  fnow. 

I  now,  vain  infidel,  no  more 
Deride  th'  Egyptians,  who  adore 
The  rifing  herb,  and  blooming  flower; 
Now,  now  their  convert  I  will  be, 
O  lovely  flower  1  to  worfliip  thee. 

But  if  thou  'rt  one  of  their  fad  train 
Who  dy'd  for  love,  and  cold  difdain. 
Who,  chang'd  by  fome  kind  pitying  power, 
A  f  lover  once,  art  now  a  flower ; 

0  pity  me,  O  weep  my  care, 
A  thoufand,  thoufand  pains  I  bear, 

1  love,  I  die  through  deep  defpair ! 

Variation. 
•  —— how  could  it  grow, 
^  See  Ovid's  MeCamorph. 

The 


1 
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THE     STORY    OF    TALUS, 
From  the  Fourth  Book  of  Apollonius  Rhodius.     V.  1629, 

AvXi^t  Sec. 

THE  evening-flar  now  lifts,  as  day-light  fades. 
His  golden  circlet  in  the  deepening  (hades ; 
Stretch'd  at  his  eafe,  the  weary  labourer  fhares 
A  fweet  forgetfulnefs  of  human  cares; 
At  once  in  filence  fink  the  fleeping  gales ; 
The  maft  *they  drop,  and  furl  the  flagging  fails ; 
All  night,  all  day,  they  ply  the  bending  oars 
Tow'rd  Carpathus,  and  reach  the  rocky  fhcres : 
Thence  Crete  they  view,  emerging  from  the  main. 
The  queen  of  ifles ;  but  Crete  they  view  in  vain ; 
There  Talus,  whirling  with  refiftlefs  fvvay 
Rocks  iheer  uprent,  repels  them  from  the  bay : 
A  giant,  fprung  from  giant-race,  who  took 
Their  births  from  entrails  of  the  ftubborn  oak ; 
Fierce  guard  of  Crete  1  by  Jove  alhttant  given 
To  f  legiflators,  ftyl'd  the  fons  of  heaven : 
To  mercy  deaf,  he  thrice  each  year  explores 
The  trembling  ifle,  and  flrides  from  Ihores  to  faores : 
A  form  of  living  brafs !  one  part  beneath 
Alone  he  bears,  a  path  to  let  in  death. 
Where  o'er  the  ankle  fwells  the  turgid  vein. 
Soft  to  the  ftroke,  and  fenfible  of  pain. 

*  Argonauts. 

•f-  Minos  and  Rhadamanthus. 

And 
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And  now  her  magic  fpells  *  Medea  tries. 
Bids  the  red  fiends,  the  dogs  of  Ore  us  rife. 
That,  ftarting  dreadful  from  th'  infernal  fhade. 
Ride  heaven  in  ftorms,  and  all  that  breathes,  invade; 
Thrice  ihe  applies  the  power  of  magic  prayer. 
Thrice,  hellward  bending,  mutters  charms  in  air; 
Then,  turning  tow'rd  the  foe,  bids  mifchief  fly. 
And  looks  deftruflion  as  fhe  points  her  eye : 
Then  fpedlres,  rifing  from  Tartarean  bovvers. 
Howl  round  in  air,  or  grin  along  the  ihores ; 
While,  f  tearing  up  whole  hills,  the  giant  throws. 
Outrageous,  rocks  on  rocks,  to  crufh  the  foes : 
But,  frantic  as  he  ftrides,  a  fudden  wound 
Burfls  the  life- vein,  and  blood  o'erfpreads  the  ground : 
As  from  the  furnace,  in  a  burning  flood. 
Pours  molten  lead,  fo  pours  in  fl:reams  his  blood ; 
And  now  he  ftaggers,  as  the  fpirit  flies. 
He  faints,  he  finks,  he  tumbles,  and  he  dies. 
As  fome  huge  cedar  on  a  mountain's  brow, 
Pierc'd  by  the  fteel,  expefts  the  final  blow, 
A  while  it  totters  with  alternate  fway. 
Till  freftiening  breezes  through  the  branches  play ; 
Then,  tumbling  downward  with  a  thundering  found. 
Falls  headlong,  and  o'erfpreads  a  breadth  of  ground : 
So,  as  the  giant  falls,  the  ocean  roars ; 
Out-ftrctch'd  he  lies,  and  coVers  half  the  fiiores. 

♦  V.  1665.  f  V.  1679. 

Froi9 
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From  the  ELEVENTH  BOOK  of  the  ILIADS  of 
HOMER. 

In  the  Style  of  M  i  l  t  o  n. 

NOW  gay  Aurora  from  Tithonus'  bed 
Rofe  in  the  orient,  to  proclaim  the  day 
To  Gods  and  men :  down  to  the  Grecian  tents 
Satumian  Jove  fends  Difcord,  red  with  blood ; 
War  in  her  hand  (he  grafps,  eniigns  of  war  ; 
On  brave  UlyfTes'  Ihip  ihe  took  her  ftand. 
The  centre  of  the  hoil,  that  all  might  hear 
Her  dreadful  voice:  her  dreadful  voice  fhe  rais'd; 
Jarring  along  the  rattling  Ihores  it  ran 
To  the  fleet's  wide  extremes.   Achilles  heard. 
And  Ajax  heard  the  found:  with  martial  fires 
Now  every  bofom  burns ;  arms,  glorious  arms. 
Fierce  they  demand;  the  noble  Orthian  fong 
Swells  every  heart;  no  coward  thoughts  of  flight 
Rife  in  their  fouls,  but  blood  they  breathe  and  war. 

Now  by  the  *  trench  profound,  the  charioteers 
Range  their  proud  fteeds;  now  car  by  car  difplayg 
A  direful  front;  now  o'er  the  trembling  field 
Rufties  th*  embattled  foot ;  noife  rends  the  fkies, 
Noife  unextinguifli'd:  ere  the  beamy  day 
Flam'd  in  th'  aerial  vault,  flretch'd  in  the  vaa 
Stood  the  bold  infantry :  the  rufliing  cars 
Form'd  the  deep  rear  in  battailous  array. 


Now 
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Now  from  his  heavens  Jove  hurls  his  burning  bolts ; 
Hoarfe  muttering  thunders  grumble  in  the  fky  ; 
While  from  the  clouds,  inflead  of  morning-dews. 
Huge  drops  of  blood  diftain  the  crimfon  ground; 
Fatal  prefage !  that  in  that  dreadful  day 
The  great  Ihould  bleed,  imperial  heads  lie  low  1 

Mean  time  the  bands  of  Troy  in  proud  array 
Stand  to  their  arms,  and  from  a  riling  ground 
Breathe  furious  war :  Here  gathering  hofts  attend 
The  towering  Hedlor :  there  refulgent  bands 
Surround  Polydamas,  JEnesiS  there 
Marfhals  his  dauntlefs  files ;  nor  unemploy'd 
Stand  Polybus,  Agenor  great  in  arms. 
And  Acamas,  whofe  frame  the  Gods  endowed 
With  more  than  mortal  charms :  fierce  in  the  van 
Stern  Hedor  fhines,  and  fhakes  his  blazing  ftiield. 
As  the  fierce  dog-ftar  with  maUgnant  fires 
Flames  in  the  front  of  heaven,  then,  loll  in  clouds. 
Veils  his  pernicious  beams ;  from  rank  to  rank 
So  Hedor  flrode ;  now  dreadful  in  the  van 
Advanced  liis  fun-broad  fhield,  now  to  the  rear 
Swift  rufhing  difappear'd:  His  radiant  arms 
Blaz'd  on  his  limbs,  and  bright  as  Jove's  dire  bolts 
Flafh'd  o'er  the  field,  and  llghten'd  to  the  f^ies. 

As  toiling  reapers  in  fome  fpacious  field, 
Rang'd  in  two  bands,  move  adverfe,  rank  on  rank 
Where  o'er  the  tilth  the  grain  in  ears  of  gold 
Waves  nodding  to  the  breeze ;  at  once  they  bend. 
At  once  ths  copious  harveft  fwells  the  ground : 
So  ruih  to  battle  o'er  the  dreadful  field 

Hofli 
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Hoft  agalnft  hoft;  they  meet,  they  clofe,  and  ranks 
Tumble  on  ranks ;  no  thoughts  appear  of  flight. 
None  of  difmay :  dubious  in  even  fcales 
The  battle  hangs ;  not  fiercer,  ravenous  wolves 
Difpute  the  prey;  the  deathful  fcene  with  joy 
Difcord,  dire  parent  of  tremendous  woes. 
Surveys  exultant :  of  th'  immortal  train 
Difcord  alone  defcends,  affifts  alone 
The  horrors  of  the  field ;  in  peace  the  Gods 
High  in  Olympian  bowers  on  radiant  thrones 
Lament  the  works  of  man;  but  loud  complaints 
From  every  God  arofe;  Jove  favour'd  Troy, 
At  partial  Jove  they  murmur'd :  he  unmov'd 
All  heaven  in  murmurs  heard,  apart  he  fate 
Enthron'd  in  glory :  down  to  earth  he  turn'd 
His  ftedfaft  eye,  and  from  his  throne  furvey'd 
The  rifing  towers  of  Troy,  the  tented  fhores. 
The  blaze  of  arms,  the  flayer  and  the  flain. 
•■     While,  with  his  morning  wheels,  the  God  of  day 
Climb'd  up  the  fteep  of  heaven,  with  equal  rage 
In  murderous  florms  the  fliafts  from  hoft  to  hoft 
Flew  adverfe,  and  in  equal  numbers  fell 
Promifcuous  Greek  and  Trojan,  till  the  hour 
When  the  tir'd  woodman  in  the  fliady  vale 
Spreads  his  penurious  meal,  when  high  the  fun 
Flames  in  the  zenith,  and  his  finewy  arms 
Scarce  wield  the  ponderous  ax,  while  hunger  keen 
Admoniflies,  and  nature  fpent  with  toil 
Craves  due  repafi: — Then  Greece  the  ranks  of  Troy 
With  horrid  inroad  goar'd :  fierce  from  the  van 

Sprung 
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Sprung  the  Hern  *  king  of  men ;  and  breathing  death 
Where,  in  firm  battle,  Trojans  band  by  band 
Embody'd  flood,  purfued  his  dreadful  way : 
His  hoil  his  ftep  attends :  now  glows  the  war  ; 
Horfe  treads  on  horfe ;  and  man,  encountering  man. 
Swells  the  dire  field  with  death :  the  plunging  fteeds 
Beat  the  firm  glebes ;  thick  dull  in  rifmg  clouds 
Darkens  the  fky.   Indignant  o'er  the  plain 
Atrides  ftalks;  death  every  ftep  attends. 
As  when,  in  fome  huge  foreft,  fudden  flames 
Rage  dreadful,  when  rough  winds  affift  the  blaze. 
From  tree  to  tree  the  fiery  torrent  rolls. 
And  the  vaft  foreft  fmks  with  all  its  groves 
Beneath  the  burning  deluge;  fo  whole  hofts 
Yield  to  Atrides'  arm :  car  againft  car 
Rufti'd  rattling  o'er  the  field,  and  through  the  ranks 
Unguided  broke;  while  breathlefs  on  the  ground 
Lay  the  pale  charioteers,  in  death  deform'd; 
To  their  chaft^  brides  fad  fpedacles  of  woe. 
Now  only  grateful  to  the  fowls  of  air. 

Mean  time,  the  care  of  Jove,  great  Heftor  ftood 
Secure  in  fccnes  of  death,  in  ftorms  of  darts. 
In  flaughter  and  alarms,  in  duft  and  blood. 

Still  Agamemnon  rulhing  o'er  the  field 
Leads  his  bold  bands :  whole  hofts  before  him  fly ; 
Now  Ilus'  tomb  they  pafs,  now  urge  their  way 
Clofe  by  the  fig-tree  ftiade :  with  ftiouis  the  king 

*  -Agamemnon,  v.  148. 

Vol.  XLIV.  R  Purfues 
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purfaes  the  foe  inceffant :  duft  and  blood. 

Blood  mix'd  with  duft,  diftains  his  murderous  hands. 

As  when  a  lion  in  the  gbom  of  night 
Invades  an  herd  of  beeves,  o'er  all  the  plains 
Trembling  they  fcatter ;  furious  on  the  prey 
The  generous  favage  flies,  and  with  fierce  joy 
Seizes  the  laft.;  his  hungry  foaming  jaws 
Churn  the  black  blood,  and  rend  the  panting  prey: 
Thus  fled  the  foe ;  Atrides  thus  purfued. 
And  flill  the  hindmoft  flew :  they  from  their  cars 
Fell  headlong ;  for  his  javehn,  wild  for  blood, 
Rag'd  terribly :  and  now  proud  Troy  had  fall'n. 
But  the  dread  Sire  of  men  and  Gods  defcends 
Terrific  from  his  heavens,  his  vengeful  hand 
Ten  thoufand  thunders  grafps :  on  Ida's  heights 
He  takes  his  ftand ;  it  fliakes  with  all  its  groves 
Beneath  the  God;  the  Godfufpends  the  war. 


TO     MRS.     E  L  I  Z.     U T, 

ON      HER      PICTURE.     1716. 

O!  Wondrous  art,  that  grace  to  fliadovvs  gives ! 
By  whofe  command  the  lovely  phantom  lives ! 
Smiles  with  her  fliiiles  1  the  mimic  eye  infliils 
A  real  frame  1  the  fancy'd  lightning  kills ! 
Thus  mirrors  catch  the  love-infpiring  face. 
And  the  new  charmer  grace  r£turns  for  grace. 


H^ce 
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Hence  ihall  thy  bsaudes,  when  no  more  appears 
Their  fair  poffeffor,  fhine  a  thoufand  years; 
By  age  uninjur'd,  future  times  adorn. 
And  warm  the  hearts  of  millions  yet  unborn. 
Who,  gazing  on  the  portrait  with  a  iigh. 
Shall  grieve  fuch  perfeft  charms  could  ever  die: 
How  would  they  grieve,  if  to  fuch  beauties  join'd 
The  paint  could  Ihow  the  wonders  of  thy  mind  1 

O  virgin  1  barn  th'  admiring  world  to  grace  1 
Tranfmit  thy  excellence  to  latefl  days; 
Yield  to  thy  lover's  vows  1  and  then  fhall  rife 
A  race  of  beauties  conquering  with  thine  eyes ; 
Who,  reigning  in  thy  charms,  from  death  fhall  favc 
That  lovely  form,  and  triumph  o'er  the  grave. 

Thus,  when  through  age  the  rofe-tree's  charms  decay. 
When  all  her  fading  beauties  die  away; 
A  blooming  offspring  fills  the  parent's  place 
With  equal  fragrance,  and  with  equal  grace. 

But  ah !  how  fhort  a  date  on  earth  is  given 
To  the  moft  lovely  workmanfhip  of  heaven  1 
Too  foon  that  cheek  mult  every  charm  refign. 
And  thofe  love-darting  eyes  forget  to  fhine  1 
While  thoufands  weeping  round,  with  fighs  furvey 

What  once  was  you now  only  beauteous  clay ! 

Ev'n  from  the  canvafs  fhall  thy  im^ge  fade. 
And  thou  re-perifh  in  thy  periih'd  ihade: 
Then  may  this  verfe  to  future  ages  fliow 

One  perf.d  beauty fuc'i  as  thou  art  now! 

May  it  the  graces  of  thy  foul  difplay. 

Till  this  world  fmks,  and  funs  themfelves  decay ; 

R  2  When 
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When  with  immortal  beauty  thou  fhalt  rife. 
To  fhine  the  lovelieft  angel  in  the  Ikies. 


PROLOGUE 

To  Mr.  F E  N  TO n's  excellent  Tragedy,  M  a  r  i  a  m  n  e . 

WHEN  breathing  ftatues  mouldering  wafte  away. 
And  tombs,  unfaithful  to  their  truft,  decay  j 
The  Mufe  rewards  the  fufFering  good  with  fame. 
Or  wakes  the  profperous  villain  into  fhame ; 
To  the  Hern  tyrant  gives  fiftltious  power 
To  reign  the  reftlefs  monarch  of  an  hour. 

Obedient  to  her  call,  this  night  appears 
Great  Herod  rifmg  from  a  length  of  years ; 
A  name  !  enlarg'd  with  titles  not  his  own. 
Servile  to  mount,  and  favage  on  a  throne : 
Yet  oft  a  throne  is  dire  misfortune's  feat, 
A  pompous  wretchednefs,  and  woe  in  ftate  ! 
But  fuch  the  curfe  that  from  ambition  fprings. 
For  this  he  flaughter'd  half  a  race  of  kings : 
But  now,  reviving  in  the  Britilh  fcene. 
He  looks  majeflic  with  a  milder  mien. 
His  features  foften'd  with  the  deep  didrefs 
Of  love,  made  greatly  wretched  by  excefs : 
From  luft  of  power  to  jealous  fury  toft. 
We  fee  the  tyrant  in  the  lover  loft. 

O !  Love,  thou  fource  of  mighty  joy  or  woe ! 
Thou  fofteft  friend,  or  man's  moft  dangerous  foe ! 

Fantaftic 
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Fantaltic  power  !   *  what  rage  thy  darts  infpire. 
When  too  much  beauty  kindles  too  much  fire  1 
Thofe  darts,  to  jealous  rage  Hern  Hercd  drove; 
It  was  a  crime,  but  crime  of  too  much  love ! 
Yet  if  condemn'd  he  falls — with  pitying  eyes 
Behold  his  injur'd  Mariamne  rife  1 
No  fancy'd  tale  !  our  opening  fcenes  difclofe 
Hiitoric  truth,  and  fwell  with  real  woes. 
Awful  in  virtuous  grief  the  queen  appears. 
And  ftrcng  the  eloquence  of  royal  tears ; 
By  woes  ennobled,  with  majeftic  pace. 
She  meets  misfortune,  glorious  in  diigrace ! 

Small  is  the  praife  of  beauty,  when  it  flies 
Fair  honour's  laws,  at  bell  but  lovely  vice. 
Charms  it  like  Venus  with  celellial  air  ? 
Ev'n  Venus  is  but  fcandalouHy  fair; 
But  when  ftridl  honour  with  fair  features  joins. 
Like  heat  and  light,  at  once  it  warm.s  and  Ihines. 

f  Then  let  her  fate  your  kind  attention  raife, 
Whofe  perfedl  charms  were  but  her  fecond  praife: 
Beauty  and  virtue  your  prote(5tion  claim ; 
Give  tears  to  beauty,  give  to  virtue  fame. 


Variations. 
*  What  pangs,  &c. 

■\-  Then  let  her  fate  your  juft  attention  raife, 
V/hofe  perfect  graces  were  but  fecond  praife. 
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TO     MR.     A.    POPE, 

WHO    CORRECTED    MY    VERSES. 

IF  e'er  iny  humble  Mafe  melodious  fings, 
'Tis  when  you  animate  and  tune  her  ftrings ; 
If  e'er  Ihe  mounts,  'tis  when  you  prune  her  wings 
You,  like  the  fun,  your  glorious  beams  difplay. 
Deal  to  the  darkeft  orb  a  friendly  ray. 
And  cloath  it  with  the  luilre  of  the  day. 

Mean  was  the  piece,  unelegan'tly  wrought. 
The  colours  faint,  irregular  the  draught; 
But  your  Commanding  touch,  your  rucer  art, 
Rais'd  every  ftroke,  and  brighten'd  every  part. 
So,  when  Luke  drew  the  rudiments  of  man. 
An  angel  finiftiM  what  the  faint  began; 
His  wondrous  pencil,  dipt  in  heaVenly  dyes. 
Gave  beauty  to  the  face,  and  lightning  to  the  eyes. 

Confus'd  it  lay,  a  rough  urtpolifli'd  mafs ; 
You  "gave  the  royal  flamp,  and  made  it  pafs : 
Hence  ev'n  deformity  a  beauty  grew ; 
She  pleas'd,  flie  charm'cl,  but  pleas'd  and  charm'd  by 

you; 
Though  like  Prometheus  I  the  image  frame. 
You  give  the  life,  and  bring  the  heavenly  flame. 

Thus  v/hen  the  Nile  difFus'd  his  watery  train 
In  Hreams  of  plenty  o'er  the  fruitful  plain ; 
Unlhapen  forms,  the  refufe  of  the  flood, 
Ifiued  imperfed  from  the  teeming  mud; 

But 
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But  the  great  fource  and  parent  of  thfe  day 
Fafliidn'd  the  creature,  and  inform*d  the  clay.* 

Weak  of  herfelf>  my  Mufe  forbears  her  flight. 
Views  her  own  lownefs,  and  Parnaffus'  height ; 
But  when  you  aid  her  fong,  and  deign  to  nod. 
She  fpreads  a  bolder  wing,  and  feels  the  prefent  God. 

So  the  Cumasan  prophetefs  was  dumb. 
Blind  to  the  knowledge  of  events  to  come; 

Addition. 
*  To  nobler  themes  thy  Mufe  triumphant  foars, 

Mour.ts"  through  the  trafts  of  air,  and  heaven  explores. 

Say,  has  feme  feraph  tunM  thy  facred  lyre, 

Or  deijn'd  to  touch  thy  halJow'd  lips  with  fire? 

For  fure  fuch  founds  exalt  th'  immortal  ftring, 

As  heaven  approves,  and  raptur'd  angels  fing. 

Ah !  how  1  liften,  while  the  mortal  lay 

Lifts  me  from  earth  above  the  fohr  way  ! 

Ah !  how  I  look  with  fcorn  on  pompous  crownb". 

And  pity  monarchs  on  their  fplendid  thrones. 

While,  thou  my  guide,  I  trace  all  nature's  laws. 

By  juft  gradations,  to  the  fovereign  caufe! 

Pleas'd  I  furvey  how  varying  fchemes  unite. 

Worlds  with  the  atoms,  angels  with  the  mile, 

And  end  in  God,  high  thron'd  above  all  height. 

Who  fees,  as  Lord  of  all,  with  equal  eye, 

Kow  a  proud  tyrant  perifh,  then  a  fly. 

Methinks  I  view  the  patriarch's  ladder  rife, 

Irs  bafe  on  earth,  its  fummit  in  the  fkfes: 

Each  wondrous  ftep  by  glorious  angels  trod, 

And  heaven  unfolding  to  the  throne  of  God, 

Be  this  thy  praift !  I  haunt  the  bvely  bovver, 

Sport  by  the  fpring,  or^alnt  the  blooming  flower. 

Not  'dares  the  Mufe  attempt  an  arduous  height,  &c. 

R4  But 
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But  when  Apollo  in  her  breaft  abode. 
She  heav'd,  fhe  fwell'd,  fhe  felt  the  rufhing  God : 
Then  accents  more  than  mortal  from  her  broke ; 
And  what  the  God  infpir'd,  the  prieilefs  fpoke. 

MONSIEUR    MAYNARD    IMITATED. 
To  the  Right  Honourable  the  Lord  Cornwallis. 

WHILE  paft  its  noon  the  lamp  of  life  declines. 
And  age  my  vital  flame  invades; 
Faint,  and  more  faint,  as  it  defcends,  it  fhines. 
And  halles,  alas !  to  fet  in  fhades. 

Then  fome  kind  power  fhall  guide  my  ghoft  to  glades. 

Where,  feated  by  Elylian  fprings, 
Fam'd  Addifon  attunes  to  patriot  {hades 

His  lyre,  and  Albion's  glory  fmgs. 

1'here  round,  majeftic  fhades,  and  heroes*  forms. 

Will  throng,  to  learn  what  pilot  guides. 
Watchful,  Britannia's  helm  through  faftious  Horms^ 
f  And  curbs  the  murmuring  rebel  tides. 

I  tell  how  Townfhend  treads  the  glorious  path 
That  leads  the  great  to  deathlefs  fame. 

And  dwell  at  large  on  fpodefs  Englilh  faith. 
While  Walpole  is  the  favourite  theme. 

How,  nobly  rifmg  in  their  country's  caufe. 

The  ftedfaft  arbiters  of  right 
Exalt  the  juft  and  good,  to  guard  her  laws. 

And  call  forth  merit  into  light. 

Aloud 
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A  loud  applaufe  around  the  echoing  coaft 

Of  all  the  pleas'd  Elyfium  flies. — 
But,  friend,  what  place  had  you,  replies  fome  ghoU, 

When  merit  was  the  way  to  rife  ? 

What  deanery,  or  prebend,  thine,  declare  ? 

Good  heavens !  unable  to  reply. 
How  like  a  ftupid  ideot  I  fhould  ftare ! 

An  anfwer,  good  my  lord,  fupply. 


F 


ON    A    MISCHIEVOUS    WOMAN. 

ROM  peace,  and  focial  joy,  A^edufa  flies. 
And  loves  to  hear  the  ftorm  of  anger  rife ; 


Thus  hags  and  witches  hate  the  fmiles  of  day. 
Sport  in  loud  thunder,  and  in  tempefls  play. 

THE      CO  QJJ  E  T  T  E, 

SILL  I  A,  with  uncontefted  fway. 
Like  Rome's  fam'd  tyrant  reigns; 
Beholds  adoring  crowds  obey. 

And  heroes  proud  to  wear  her  chains  : 
Yet  ftoops,  like  him,  to  every  prize, 
Bufy  to  murder  beaux  and  flies. 

She  aims  at  every  trifling  heart. 

Attends  each  flatterer's  vows  j 
And,  like  a  pidlure  drawn  with  art, 

A  look  on  all  that  gaze  beftow?. 


01  may 
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O  !  may  the  powel-  who  lovers  rules. 
Grant  rather  fcom,  than  hope  With  fools ! 

Miflaken  nymph  1  the  crowds  that  gaze 

Adore  thee  into  fhame ; 
Unguarded  beauty  is  dilgrace. 

And  coxcombs,  when  they  praife,  defame. 
O !  fly  fuch  brutes  in  human  fliapes. 
Nor,  like  th'  -Egyptians,  worfhip  apes. 


THE  WIDOW  AND  VIRGIN  SISTERS, 

Being  a  Letter  to  the  WiDOW  in  London. 

WHILE  Delia  fhines  at  Hurlothrumbo, 
And  darts  her  fprightly  eye  at  fome  beau ; 
Then,  clofe  behind  her  fan  retiring. 
Sees  through  the  flicks  whole  crowds  admiring : 
You  fip  your  melancholy  cO-ffy 
And  at  the  name  of  man,  cry,  O  phy ! 
Or,  when  the  noify  rapper  thunders. 
Say  coldly — Sure  the  fellow  blunders ! 
Unfeen !  though  peer  on  peer  approaches : 
James,  I'm  abroad ! — but  learn  the  coaches. 
As  fome  young  pleader,  when  his  purfe  is 
Unfill'd,  through  want  of  controverfies. 
Attends,  untill  the  chinks  are  fill'd  all, 
Th'  affizes,  Weftminfter,  and  Guildhall; 
While  graver  lawyers  keep  their  houfe,  and 
Colledl  the  guineas  by  the  tho«fand  : 

Or 
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Or  as  feme  tradefmen,  through  ihow-glafles, 
Expofe  their  wares  to  each  that  palTes ; 
Toys  of  no  ufe !  high-priz'd  commodities 
Bought  to  no  end !  eftates  in  oddities ! 
Others,  with  like  advantage,  drive  at 
Their  gain,  from  ftore-houfes  in  private : 
'  Thus  Delia  fhines  in  places  general, 
Is  never  miffing  where  the  men  are  All; 
Goes  ev'n  to  church  with  godly  airs. 
To  meet  good  company  at  prayers ; 
Where  fhe  devoutly  plays  her  fan. 
Looks  up  to  heaven,  but  thinks  on  man. 
You  fit  at  home ;  enjoy  your  *  coufm. 
While  hearts  are  oiFer'd  by  the  dozen: 
Oh !  born  above  your  fex  to  rife. 
With  youth,  wealth,  beauty,  titles — wife ! 

O  !  Lady  bright^  did  ne'er  you  mark  yet;^ 
In  country  fair,  or  country  market,  ; 

A  beau,  whofe  eloquence  might  charm  ye^ 
Enlifting  foldiers  for  the  army  ? 
He  flatters  every  well-buiit  youth. 
And  tells  him  every  thing  but — truth. 
He  cries.  Good  friend,  I'm  glad  I  hap'd  in 
Your  company,  you  '11  make  a  captain  ! 
He  lifts — but  finds  thefe  gaudy  (hows 
Soon  chang'd  to  furly  looks,  and  blows  r 
'Tis  now,  March,  rafcall  what,  d'  ye  grumble? 
Thwack  goes  the  cane !  I  '11  make  you  humble. 

*  Mrs.  S th. 

Such 
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Such  weddings  are :  and  I  refemble  'em, 

Almoft  in  all  points  to  this  emblem. 

While  court(hip  lalts,  'tis.  Dear !  'tis.  Madam ! 

The  fweeteft  creature  fur£  fmce  Adam ! 

Had  I  the  years  of  a  Methufalem, 

How  in  my  charmer's  praiie  I  'd  ufe  all  'em ! 

Oh !  take  me  to  thy  arms,  my  beauty ! 

I  doat,  adore  the  very  fnoe-tye ! 

They  wed — but,  fancy  grown  lefs  warming, 

Next  morn,  he  thinks  the  bride  lefs  charming : 

He  fays,  nay  fwears.  My  wife  grows  old  in 

One  fmgle  month ;  then  falls  to  fcolding. 

What,  madam,  gadding  every  day  1 

Up  to  your  room !  there  Hitch,  or  pray ! 

Such  proves  the  marriage-ftate  !  but  for  all 
Thefe  truths,  you  '11  wed,  and  fcorn  the  moral. 

ON  THE  DEATH  OF  MY  DEAR  FRIEND, 
MR.    ELIJAH    FENTON,     1730. 

**  Calentem 
**  Debita  fparges  lacryma  favillam 

*' Vatis  amici."  Hor. 

AS  when  the  King  of  Peace,  and  Lord  of  Love, 
Sends  down  fome  brighter  angel  from  above, 
Pieas'd.with  the  beauties  of  the  heavenly  Gueft, 
Awhile  we  view  him  in  full  glory  drert  j 
But  he,  impatient  from  his  heaven  to  flay. 
Soon  difappears,  and  wings  his  airy  way; 

So 
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So  did*ft  thou  vanifli,  eager  to  appear. 
And  fhine  triumphant  in  thy  native  fphere. 

Yet  had'ft  thou  all  that  virtue  can  beftow. 
All,  the  good  pradilife,  and  the  learned  know ; 
Such  holy  rapture,  as  not  warms,  but  fires. 
While  the  foul  feems  retiring,  or  retires ; 
Such  tranfports  as  thofe  faints  in  vifion  ihare. 
Who  know  not  whether  they  are  rapt  through  air. 
Or  bring  down  heaven  to  meet  them  in  a  prayer. 

Oh !  early  loft !  yet  ftedfaft  to  furvey 
Envy,  difeafe,  and  death,  without  difmay; 
Serene,  the  fting  of  *  pain  thy  thoughts  beguile. 
And  make  afflidlions,  objefts  df  a  fmile. 
So  the  fam'd  Patriarch,  on  his  couch  of  ftone, 
Enjoy'd  bright  vifions  from  th'  eternal  throne. 

Thus  wean'd  from  earth,  where  pleafure  fcarce  can 
pleafe. 
Thy  woes  but  haften*d  thee  to  heaven  and  peace ; 
As  angry  winds,  when  loud  the  tempeft  roars. 
More  fwiftly  fpeed  the  vefTel  to  the  fhores. 

Oh !  may  thefe  lays  a  lafting  luftre  fhed 
O'er  thy  dark  urn,  like  lamps  that  grace  the  dead ! 
Strong  were  thy  thoughts,  yet  reafon  bore  the  fway; 
Kumble,  yet  learn'd ;  though  innocent,  yet  gay : 
So  pure  of  heart,  that  thou  might'ft  fafely  fhow 
Thy  inmoft  bofom  to  thy  bafeft  foe : 
Carelefs  of  wealth,  thy  blifs  a  calm  retreat. 
Far  from  the  infults  of  the  fcornful  great; 

♦  The  gout. 

Thence 
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Thence  looking  with  difdain  on  proudeft  things. 
Thou  deemed'ft  mean  the  pageantry  of  kings; 
Who  build  their  pride  on  trappings  of  a  throne, 
A  painted  ribband,  or  a  glittering  ftone, 
Ufelcfsly  bright !  'Twas  thine  the  foul  to  raife 
To  nobler  objects,  fuch  as  angels  praife  I 
'Xo  live,  to  mortals'  empty  fame,  a  foe ; 
And  pity  human  joy,  and  human  woe ! 
Xo  vievy  ev'n  fplendid  vice  with  generous  hate  ; 
In  life  unblemilh'd,  ancl  in  death  fedate  1 
Then  confcience,  ihining  with  a  lenient  ray, 
Dawn'd  o'er  thy  foul,  and  promis'd  endlefs  day. 
So  from  the  fetting  orb  fif  Phoebus  fly 
Beams  of  calm  light,  and  glitter  to  the  fky. 

Where  now,  oh !  where  {hall  I  true  friendfhip  find 
^mong  the  treacherous  race  of  bafe  mankind  ? 
Whom,  whom  confult  in  all  th'  uncertain  ways 
Of  various  life,  Uncere  to  blame,  or  praife  I 

0  !  friend !  O  1  falling  in  thy  ftrength  of  years. 
Warm  from  the  melting  foul  receive  thefe  tears  1 

0 1  woods  1  0 1  wilds !  O !  every  bowery  fhade  I 
Sq  often  vocal  by  his  mufic  made, 

Npw  other  fourids — far  other  founds  return. 
And  o'er  his  hearfe  with  ail  your  echoes  mourn  1  — 
Yet  dare  we  grieve  that  foon  the  paths  he  trod 
To  heaven,  and  left  vain  man  for  Saints  and  God? 

Thus  in  the  theatre  the  fcenes  unfold 
A  thoufand  wonders  glorious  to  behold; 
And  here,  or  there,  as  the  machine  extends, 
A  hero  rifes,  or  a  God  4efcends : 

But 
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But  fooR  the  momsntary  plcafure  files. 

Swift  vanilhes  the  God,  or  hero  dies. 

Where  were  ye,  Mufes,  by  what  fountain  fide. 

What  river  fporting,  when  your  fa%-ourite  dy'd? 

He  knew  by  verfe  to  chain  the  headlong  floods. 

Silence  loud  winds,  or  charm  attentive  woods ; 

Nor  deign'd  but  to  high  *  themes  to  tune  the  firing. 

To  fuch  as  heaven  might  hear,  and  angels  fmg; 

UnHke  thofe  bards,  who,  uninform'd  to  play. 

Grate  on  their  jarring  pipes  a  flafhy  lay : 
Each  line  difplay'd  united  ftrength  and  eafe, 
Form'd  like  his  manners  to  iniirucL  and  pleafe. 

So  herbs  of  balmy  excellence  produce 
A  blooming  flower  and  falatary  juice : 
And  while  each  plant  a  fmiling  grace  reveals, 
Ufe fully  gay !  at  once  it  charms,  and  heals. 

Tranfcend  ev'n  after  death,  ye  great,  in  fhow ; 
Lend  pomp  to  afhes,  and  be  vain  in  woe ; 
Hire  fubfritutes  to  mourn  with  formal  cries. 
And  bribe  unwilling  drops  from  venal  eyes ; 
W^hile  here  fmccrity  of  grief  appears. 
Silence  that  fpeaks,  and  eloquence  in  tears ! 
While,  tir'd  of  life,  we  but  confent  to  hve 
To  Ihovv  the  world  how  really  we  grieve ! 
As  fome  fond  fire,  whefe  only  fon  lies  dead, 
AH  loil  to  comfort  makes  the  dufl  his  bed. 
Hangs  o'er  his  urn^  with  frantic  grief  deplores. 
And  bathes  his  clay-cold  cheek  with  copious  Ihowers ; 

*  JJr.  Fenton  Intended  to  v.rke  upon  moral  fubjecls. 

Such 
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Such  heart-felt  pangs  on  thy  fad  bier  attend; 
Companion !  brother  1  all  in  one — my  friend ! 
Unlefs  the  foul  a  wound  eternal  bears. 
Sighs  are  but  air ;  but  common  water,  tears : 
The  proud,  relentlefs,  weep  in  ftate,  and  Ihow 
Not  forrow,  but  magnificence  of  woe. 

Thus  in  the  fountain,  from  the  fculptor*s  hands. 
With  imitated  life,  an  image  ftands ; 
From  rocky  entrails,  through  his  ilony  eyes. 
The  mimic  tears  in  Ilreams  inceffant  rife : 
Unconfcious !  while  aloft  the  waters  flow. 
The  gazers'  wonder,  and  a  pubUc  fhow. 

Ye  hallow'd  domes,  his  frequent  viiits  tell; 
Thou  court,  where  God  himfelf  delights  to  dwell; 
Thou  myllic  table,  and  thou  holy  feaft. 
How  often  have  ye  feen  the  facred  gueft  ! 
How  oft  his  foul  with  heavenly  manna  fed ! 
His  faith  enliven'd,  while  his  fm  lay  dead ! 
While  Hilening  angels  heard  fuch  raptures  rife. 
As,  when  they  hymn  th'  Almighty,  charm  the  fkies ! 
But  where,  now  where,  without  the  body's  aid. 
New  to  the  heavens,  fubfifts  thy  gentle  fhade  ? 
Glides  it  beyond  our  grofs  imperfed  Iky, 
Pleas'd  high  o*er  ftars,  from  world  to  world,  to  fly ! 
And  fearlefs  marks  the  comet's  dreadful  blaze. 
While  monarchs  quake,  and  trembling  nations  gaze  ? 
Or  holds  deep  converfe  with  the  mighty  dead. 
Champions  of  virtue,  who  for  virtue  bled? 
Or  joins  in  concert  with  angelic  choirs. 
Where  hymning  feraphs  found  their  golden  lyres. 

Where 
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Where  raptur'd  faints  unfading  crowns  inwreath. 

Triumphant  o'er  the  world,  o'er  fin,  and  death  ? 

O !  may  the  thought  his  friend's  devotion  raife ! 

O I  may  he  imitate,  as  well  as  praife ! 

Awake,  my  heavy  foul !  and  upward  fly. 

Speak  to  the  faint,  and  meet  him  in  the  (ky. 

And  alk  the  certain  way  to  rife  as  high.  j 


I 


TO    THOMAS    MARRIOT,    ESC^ 

I  Prefix  your  name  to  the  following  poem,  as  a  monu- 
ment of  the  long  and  fincere  friendfhip  I  have 
borne  you:  I  am  fenfible  you  are  too  good  a  judge  cf 
poetry  to  approve  it;  however,  it  will  be  a  teftimony 
of  my  refpeft :  You  conferred  obligations  upon  me  very 
early  in  life,  almoll  as  foon  as  I  was  capable  of  re- 
ceiving them :  May  thefe  verfes  on  Death  long  furvlve 
my  own !  and  remain  a  memorial  of  our  friendfliipj 
and  my  gratitude,  when  I  am  no  more. 

William  Broomi, 


A      POEM      ON      DEATH. 

To  y.ctr^ci'jiTv  Ti  Vr,v  ;  E  I?  R  I  P, 

OH  I  for  Elijah's  car,  to  wing  my  way 
O'er  the  dark  gulph  of  death  to  endlefs  day ! 
A  thoufand  ways,  alas !  frail  mortals  lead 
To  her  dire  den,  and  dreadful  all  to  tread ! 
Vol.  XLIY.  S  See! 
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See !  in  the  horrors  of  yon  houfe  Of  woes. 

Troops  of  all  maladies  the  £end  enclofe ! 

High  on  a  trophy  rais'd  of  human  bones. 

Swords,  fpears,  and  arrows,  and  fepulchral  floncs. 

In  horrid  flate  Ihe  reigns !  attendant  ills 

Beiiege  her  throne,  and  when  fhe  frowns,  fhe  kills : 

Through  the  thick  gloom  the  torch  red-gleaming  burnj 

O'er  fhrouds,  and  fable  palls,  and  mouldering  urns ; 

While  flowing  Holes,  black  plumes,  and  fcutchsons  fpread 

An  idle  pomp  around  the  filent  dead : 

Unaw'd  by  power,  in  common  heap  fhe  flings 

The  fcrips  of  beggars,  and  the  crowns  of  kings ; 

Here  gales  of  fighs,  inllead  of  breezes,  blow. 

And  flreams  of  tears  for  ever  murmuring  flow ; 

The  mournful  yew  with  folemn  horror  waves 

His  baleful  branches,  faddening  even  the  graves ; 

Around  all  birds  obfcene  loud-fcreaming  fly. 

Clang  their  black  wings,  and  fliriek  along  the  fky ; 

The  ground  perverfe,  though  bare  and  barren,  breeds 

All  poifons,  foes  to  life,  and  noxious  weeds ; 

But,  blafted  frequent  by  th'  unwholefome  fey. 

Dead  fall  the  birds,  the  very  poifons  die. 

Full  in  the  entrance  of  the  dreadful  doors. 
Old-age,  half  vanifli'd  to  a  ghofl^,  deplores : 
Propp'd  on  his  crutch,  he  drags  with  many  a  groan 
The  load  of  life,  yet  dreads  to  lay  it  down. 

There,  downward  driving  an  unnumber'd  band>       \ 
Intemperance  and  Difeafe  walk  hand  in  hand : 
Thefe,  Torment,  whirling  with  remorfelefs  fway 
A  fcourge  of  iron,  laflies  on  the  way^ 

There 
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There  frantic  Anger,  prone  to  wild  extremes, 
Grafps  an  enfanguin'd  fword,  and  heaven  blafphemes. 
There  heart-fick  Agony  dillorted  ftands. 
Writhes  his  convulfive  limbs,  and  wrings  his  hands. 
There  Sorrow  droops  his  ever-penfive  head. 
And  Care  ftill  tofTes  on  his  iron  bed : 
Or,  mufmg,  faflens  on  the  ground  his  eye. 
With  folded  arms;  with  every  breath,  a  figh. 
Hydrops  unwieldy  wallows  in  a  flood  ; 
And  Murther  rages,  red  with  human  blood. 
With  Fever,  Famine,  and  afHidive  Pain, 
Plague,  Peftilence,  and  War,  a  difmal  train ! 
Thefe,  and  a  thoufand  more,  the  fiend  furround. 
Shrieks  pierce  the  air,  and  groans  to  groans  refound. 

0  !  heavens  1  is  this  the  paflage  to  the  fkies 

That  man  muft  tread,  when  man  your  favourite  dies  ? 

Oh!  for  Elijah's  car  to  wing  my  v^ay 

O'er  the  dark  gulph  of  death  to  endlefs  day ! 

Confounded  at  the  fight,  my  fpirits  fled. 
My  eyes  rain'd  tears,  my  very  heart  was  dead  !  x 

1  wail'd  the  lot  of  man,  that  all  would  ftiun. 
And  all  muft  bear  that  breathe  beneath  the  fun. 

When,  lo !  an  heavenly  form,  divinely  fair. 
Shoots  from  the  ftarry  vault  through  fields  of  air; 
And,  fwifter  than  on  wings  of  lightning  driven. 
At  once  feems  here  and  there,  in  earth  and  heaven ! 
A  dazzling  brightnefs  in  refulgent  ftreams 
Flows  from  his  locks  inwreath'd  with  funny  beams : 
His  rofeate  cheeks  the  bloom  of  heaven  difplay. 
And  from  his  eyes  dart  glories,  more  than  day: 

S  2  A  robe 


z6o  BROOME'S     POEMS. 

A  robe,  of  light  condens'd,  around  him  fhone. 
And  his  loins  glitter'd  with  a  Harry  zone : 
And  while  the  likening  winds  lay  hiifh'd  to  hear. 
Thus  fpoke  the  vifion,  amiably  fevere  1 

Vain  man !  wouldft  thou  efcape  the  common  lot. 
To  live,  to  fufFer,  die,  and  be  forgot  ? 
Look  back  on  ancient  times,  primaeval  year*. 
All,  all  are  paft !  a  mighty  void  appears ! 
Heroes,  and  kings,  thofe  gods  of  earth,  whofe  fame 
Aw'd  half  the  nations,  now  are  but  a  name ! 
The  great  in  arts  or  arms,  the  wife,  the  jail. 
Mix  with  the  rneaneft  in  congenial  duft  ! 
Ev'n  Saints  and  Prophets  the  fame  paths  have  trod, 
AmbalTadors  of  heaven,  and  friends  of  God ! 
And  thou,  wouldft  thou  the  general  fentence  fly  ? 
Mofes  is  dead !  thy  Saviour  deign'd  to  die  1 
Mortal,  In  all  thy  afts  regard  thy  end; 
Live  v/cll,  the  time  thou  liv'ft,  and  death  's  thy  friend : 
Then  curb  each  rebel  thought  againft  the  iky. 
And  die  refign'd,  O  !  Man  ordain'd  to  die  ! 

He  added  not,  but  fpread  his  wings  in  flight. 
And  vanifli'd  inftant  in  a  blaze  of  light. 

Abafh'd,  alham'd,  I  cry,  Eternal  Power, 
I  yield !  I  wait  refign'd  th'  appointed  hour ! 
Man,  fcolilh  man,  no  more  thy  foul  deceive ! 
To  die,  is  but  the  fureft  way  to  live : 
When  age  we  afk,  we  alk  it  in  our  wrong. 
And  pray  our  timie  of  fuffering  may  be  long ; 
The  naufeous  draught,  and  dregs  of  life  to  drain. 
And  feel  infirmity,  and  length  of  pain ! 

What 
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What  art  thou,  life,  that  we  (hould  court  thy  ftay  ? 
A  breath,  one  fmgle  gafp  mull  pufF  away  I 
A  ihort-liv'd  flower,  that  with  the  day  muft  fade  I 
A  fleeting  vapour,  and  an  empty  fhade  ! 
A  ftrcam,  that  filently  but  fwiftly  glides 
To  meet  eternity's  immeafur'd  tides  I 
A  being,  loft  alike  by  pain  or  joy  I 
A  fly  can  kill  it,  or  a  worm  deftroy ! 
Impaired  by  labour,  and  by  eafe  undone, 
CommencM  in  tears,  and  ended  in  a  groan ! 
Ev'n  while  I  write,  the  tranfient  now  is  part. 
And  death  more  near,  this  fcntence  than  the  laft  \ 
As  forae  weak  ifthmus  feas  from  feas  divides. 
Beat  by  rude  v.-aves,  and  fapp'd  by  rufliing  tides. 
Torn  from  its  bafc,  no  more  their  fury  bears. 
At  once  they  clofe,  at  once  it  difappears : 
Such,  fuch  is  life  1  the  mark  of  mifery  plac'd 
Between  two  worlds,  the  future  and  the  paft; 
To  time,  to  ficknefs,  and  to  death,  a  prey. 
It  flnks,  the  frail  poflTeflion  of  a  day ! 

As  fome  fond  boy,  in  fport,  along  the  Ihorc 
.Builds  from  the  fands  a  fabric  of  an  hour ; 
Proud  of  his  fpacious  walls,  and  ftately  rooms. 
He  ftyles  the  mimic  cells  imperial  domes  ,* 
The  little  monarch  fwclls  with  fancy'd  fway. 
Till  fome  wind  rifmg  pufi^s  the  dome  away : 
So  the  poor  reptile,  man  !  an  heir  of  woe. 
The  lord  of  earth  and  ocean,  fwells  in  l"ho\v; 
He  plants,  he  builds,  aloft  the  walls  arife  1 

The  noble  plan  he  iiniilics,  and dies, 

S  3  Swept 
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Swept  from  the  earth,  he  fhares  the  common  fa.e ; 
His  fole  diftinftion  now,  to  rot  in  ftate  1 
Thus  bufy  to  no  end  till  out  of  breath, 
Tir'd  we  lie  down,  and  clofc  up  all  in  death. 

Then  blefl  the  man  whom  gracious  heaven  has  led 
Through  life's  blind  mazes  to  th'  immortal  dead  1 
Who,  fafely  landed  on  the  blifsful  fhore. 
Nor  human  folly  feels  nor  frailty  more  1 
O !  Death,  thou  cure  of  all  our  idle  Ilrife  ! 
End  of  the  gay,  or  ferious  farce  of  life ! . 
Wifh  of  the  juft,  and  refuge  of  th'  oppreft! 
Where  poverty,  and  where  ev'n  kings  find  rell ! 
Safe  from    the  frowns  of  power !    calm,   thoughtful 

hate! 
And  the  rude  infults  of  the  fcornful  great ! 
The  grave  is  facred !  wrath  and  maUce  dread 
To  violate  its  peace,  and  wrong  the  dead : 
But,  life,  thy  name  is  woe  1  to  death  we  fly 

To  grow  immortal! into  life  we  die! 

Then  wifely  heaven  in  filence  has  coniin'd 
The  happier  dead,  left  none  fhould  ftay  behind. 
What  though  the  path  be  dark  that  muft  be  trod. 
Though  jnan  be  blotted  from  the  works  of  God, 
Though  the  four  winds  his  fcatter'd  atoms  bear 
To  earth's  extremes  through  all  th'  expanfe  of  air; 
Yet,  burfting  glorious  from  the  filent  clay. 
He  mounts  triumphant  to  eternal  day. 

So,  when  the  fun  rolls  down  th'  ethereal  plain, 
Extinft  his  fpleadors  in  the  whelming  main, 

A  tranfient 
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A  tranfient  night  earth,  air,  and  heaven  invades, 
Eclips'd  in  horrors  of  furrounding  fhades ; 
But  foon,  emerging  with  a  frelher  ray. 
He  ftarts  exultant,  and  renews  the  day. 


COURAGE      IN      LOVE. 

MY  eyes  with  floods  of  tears  o'erfiow. 
My  bofom  heaves  with  conftant  woe; 
Thofe  eyes,  which  thy  unkindnefs  fwells ; 
That  bofom,  where  thy  image  dwells  I 

How  could  I  hope  fo  weak  a  flame 
Could  ever  warm  that  matchlefs  dame. 
When  none  Elyfium  mull  behold. 
Without  a  radiant  bough  of  gold? 
'Tis  hers,  in  fpheres  to  fhine  ; 
At  diftance  to  admire,  is  mine : 
Doom'd,  like  th'  enamour'd  *  youth,  to  groan 
For  a  new  goddefs  form'd  of  ftone. 

While  thus  I  fpoke,  Love*s  gentle  power 
Defcended  from  th*  ethereal  bower; 
A  quiver  at  his  flioulder  hung, 
A  fliaft  he  grafp'd,  and  bow  unftrung. 
All  nature  ovvn'd  the  genial  God, 
And  the  fpring  flourifli'd  where  he  trod : 
My  heart,  no  ftranger  to  the  gueft, 
Flutter'd,  and  hbour'd  in  my  breaft ; 

*  PoIyJorus,  who  pined  to  death  for  the  love  of  a  beautiful 
ftatue. 

S  4  When, 
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When,  with  a  fmile  that  kindles  joy 
Ev'n  in  the  Gods,  began  the  boy : 

How  vain  thefe  tears !  is  man  decreed. 
By  being  abje£l,  to  fucceed? 
Hop'ft  thou  by  meagre  looks  to  move  ? 
Are  women  frighten'd  into  love  ? 
He  moll  prevails,  who  nobly  dares ; 
In  love  an  hero,  as  in  wars : 
Ev'n  Venus  may  be  known  to  yield. 
But  'tis  when  Mars  difputes  the  field  : 
Sent  from  a  daring  hand  my  dart 
Strikes  deep  into  the  fair-one's  heart : 
To  winds  and  waves  thy  cares  bequeath, 
A  figh  is  but  a  wafte  of  breath. 
What  though  gay  youth,  and  every  grace 
That  beauty  boafts,  adorn  her  face ; 
Yet  GoddeiTes  have  deign'd  to  wed. 
And  take  a  mortal  to  their  bed : 
And  heaven,  when  gifts  of  incenfe  rife. 
Accepts  it,  though  it  cloud  their  ikies. 

Mark !  how  this  marygold  conceals 
Her  beauty,  and  her  bofom  veils ; 
How  from  the  dull  embrace  Ihe  flies. 
Of  Phoebus,  when  his  beams  arife ; 
But  when  his  gloiy  he  difplays. 
And  darts  around  his  fiercer  rays. 
Her  charms  Ihe  opens,  and  receives 
The  vigorous  God  into  her  leaves. 


THE 
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THE       COMPLAINT, 
C  ^  L  1  A    TO    DAMON. 

I  WHO  was  once  the  glory  of  the  plain. 
The  faireft  virgin  of  the  virgin  train. 
Am  now  (by  thee,  0 1  faithlefs  man,  betray'd  \) 
A  falPn,  a  loft,  a  miferable  maid. 
Ye  winds,  that  witnefs  to  my  deep  defpair. 
Receive  my  fighs,  and  waft  them  through  the  air. 
And  gently  breathe  them  to  my  Damon's  ear ! 
Curft,  ever  curft  be  that  unlucky  day. 
When  trembling,  fighing,  at  my  feet  he  lay,  . 

I  trembled,  figh'd,  and  look'd  my  heart  away !  J 

Why  was  he  form*d,  ye  powers,  his  fex's  pride. 
Too  falfe  to  love,  too  fair  to  be  deny'd  ? 
Ye  heedlefs  virgins,  gaze  not  on  his  eyes ; 
Lovely  they  are,  but  fhe  that  gazes  dies  I 
Oh !  fly  his  voice,  be  deaf  to  all  he  fays ; 
Charms  has  his  voice,  but  charming  it  betrays ! 
At  every  word,  each  motion  of  his  eye, 
A  thoufand  loves  are  bom,  a  thoufand  lovers  die. 

Say,  gentle  youths,  ye  bleft  Arcadian  fwains. 
Inhabitants  of  thefe  delightful  plains. 
Say,  by  what  fountain,  in  what  rofy  bower. 
Reclines  my  charmer  in  the  noon-tide  hour  1 
To  you,  dear  fugitive,  where'er  you  ftray. 
Wild  wi^h  defpair,  impatient  of  delay, 

Swifc, 
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Swift  on  the  wings  of  eager  love  I  fly. 

Or  fend  my  foul  ftill  fwifter  in  a  figh  1 

I  'd  then  inform  you  of  your  Cilia's  cares. 

And  try  the  eloquence  of  female  tears ; 

Fearlefs  I  'd  pafs  where  defolation  reigns. 

Tread  the  wild  wafte,  or  burning  Libyan  plain? ; 

Or  where  the  North  his  furious  pinions  tries. 

And  howling  hurricanes  embroil  the  fldes  1 

Should  all  the  monfters  in  Getulia  bred 

Oppofe  the  paffage  of  a  tender  maid ; 

Dauntlefs,  if  Damon  calls,  his  Cselia  fpeeds 

Through  all  the  monfters  that  Getulia  breeds ! 

Bold  was  Bonduca,  and  her  arrows  flew 

Swift  and  unerring  from  the  twanging  yew : 

By  love  infpir'd,  I  '11  teach  the  Ihaft  to  fly ; 

For  thee  I  'd  conquer,  or  at  leaft  would  die  1 

If  o'er  the  dreary  Caucafus  you  go. 

Or  mountains  crovvn'd  with  everlalling  fnow. 

Where  through  the  freezing  fcies  in  ftorms  it  pours. 

And  brightens  the  dull  air  with  fliining  ftiovvers, 

Ev'n  there  with  you  I  could  fecurely  reft. 

And  dare  all  cold,  but  in  my  Damon's  breaft; 

Or  fhould  you  dwell  beneath  the  fultry  ray. 

Where  rifmg  Phcebus  ufliers-in  the  day. 

There,  there  I  dwell  1  Thou  fun,  exert  thy  fires ; 

Love,  mighty  love,  a  fiercer  flame  infpires : 

Or  if,  a  pilgrim,  you  would  pay  your  vows 

Where  Jordan's  ftreams  in  foft  maeanders  flows; 

I  '11  be  a  pilgrim,  and  my  vows  1  '11  pay 

Where  Jordan's  ftreams  in  foft  maeanders  play. 

Joy 
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Joy  of  my  foul !  my  every  wifh  in  one ! 
Why  miift  I  love,  when  loving  I  'm  undone? 
Sweet  are  the  whifpers  of  the  waving-trees. 
And  murmuring  waters,  curling  to  the  breeze; 
Sweet  are  foft  {lumbers  in  the  fliady  bovvers 
When  glowing  funs  infeft  the  fultry  hours : 
But  not  the  whifpers  of  the  waving  trees. 
Nor  murmuring  waters,  curling  to  the  breeze ; 
Not  fweet  foft  {lumbers  in  the  fhady  bowers, 
Vv^'hen  thou  art  abfent  whom  my  foul  adores! 
Come,  let  us  feek  fome  flowery,  fragrant  bed! 
Come,  on  thy  bcfom  rell:  my  love-fick  head  ! 
Come,  drive  thy  flocks  beneath  the  Ihady  hills. 
Or  fofily  flumber  by  the  murmuring  rills ! 
Ah  no !  he  flies  1  that  dear  enchanting  he  ! 
Whofe  beauty  Heals  my  very  felf  from  me ! 

Yet  wert  thou  wont  the  garland  to  prepare. 
To  crown  with  fragrant  wreaths  thy  Csclia's  hair : 
When  to  the  lyre  fhe  tun'd  the  vocal  lays. 
Thy  tongue  would  flatter,  and  thine  eyes  fpeak  praife : 
And  when  fmooth-gliding  in  the  dance  fhe  mov'd, 
Afk  thy  falfe  bofom  if  it  never  lov'd  ? 
And  ftill  her  eye  fome  little  luftre  bears. 
If  fwains  fpeak  truth ! — though  dim'd  for  thee  with  tears ! 
Eat  fade  each  grace !  fmce  he  no  longer  fees 
Thofe  charms,  for  whom  alone  I  wifh  to  pleafe ! 

But  whence  thefe  fudden,  fad  prefaging  fears, 
Thefe  rifing  flghs,  and  whence  thefe  flowing  tears  ? 
Ah !  left  the  trumpet's  terrible  alarms  1 

Have  drawn  the  lover  from  his  Ca^lia's  charms,  y 

To  try  tlie  doubtful  field,  and  fhine  in  azure  arms !    J 

Ah ! 
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Ah !  canft  thou  bear  the  labours  of  the  war. 
Bend  the  tough  bow,  or  dart  the  pointed  fpear  ? 
Defift,  fond  youth !  let  others  glory  gain. 
Seek  empty  honour  o'er  the  furgy  main. 
Or  ftieath'd  in  horrid  arms  ru(h  dreadful  to  the  plain  ! 
Thee,  Ihepherd,  thee  the  pleafurable  woods. 
The  painted  meadows,  and  the  cryilal  floods. 
Claim  and  invite  to  blefs  their  fweet  abodes. 
There  fhady  bowers  and  fylvan  fcenes  arife. 
There  fountains  murmur,  and  the  fpring  fupplies 
Flowers  to  delight  the  fmell,  or  charm  the  eyes : 
But  mourn,  ye  fylvan  fcenes  and  fhady  bowers; 
Weep,  all  ye  fountains ;  languilh,  all  ye  flowers ! 
If  in  a  defert  Damon  but  appear. 
To  C^elia's  eyes  a  defert  is  more  fair 
Than  all  your  charms,  when  Damon  is  not  there! 
Gods !  what  foft  words,  what  fweet  delufive  wiles 
He  boafts  1  and,  oh  1  thofe  dear  undoing  fmiles  1 
Pleas'd  with  our  ruin,  to  his  arms  we  run  : 
To  be  undone  by  him,  who  would  not  be  undone  ? 
Alas ;  I  rave  1  ye  fwelling  torrents,  roll 
Your  watery  tribute  o'er  my  love-fick  foul ! 
To  cool  my  heart,  your  waves,  ye  oceans,  bear! 
Oh !  vain  are  all  your  waves,  for  Love  is  there ! 

But  ah !  what  fudden  thought  to  frenzy  moves 
My  tortur'd  foul? — perhaps,  my  Damon  loves! 
Some  fatal  beauty,  yielding  all  her  charms. 
Detains  the  lovely  traitor  from  my  arms  I 
Blaft  her,  ye  fkies  !  let  inftant  vengeance  feize 
Thofe  guilty  charms,  whofe  crime  it  is  to  pleafe  1 

Damon 
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Damon  is  mine  ! — fond  maid,  thy  fears  fubdue ! 
Am  I  not  jealous  ?  and  my  charmer  true  ? 
O  !  heaven !  from  jealoufy  my  bofom  fave  1 
Cruel  as  death,  infatiate  as  the. grave! 

Ye  powers !  of  all  the  ills  that  ever  curfl: 
Our  fex,  fare  man,  diflembling  man,  is  worft ! 
Like  forward  boys,  awhile  in  wanton  play. 
He  fpgrts  with  hearts,  then  throws  the  toys  away : 
With  fpecious  wiles  weak  woman  he  afTails ; 
He  fwears,  weeps,  fmiles,  he  flatters,  and  prevails: 
Then,  in  the  moment  when  the  maid  believes. 
The  perjur'd  traitor  triumphs,  fcorns,  and  leaves. 
How  oft  my  Damon  fwore,  th'  all-feeing  fun 
Should  change  his  courfe,  and  rivers  backward  run. 
Ere  his  fond  heart  Ihould  range,  or  faithlefs  prove 
To  the  bright  objeft  of  his  ftedfaft  love  ! 
O  I  inllant  change  thy  courfe,  all-feeing  fun  ! 
Damon  is  falfe!  ye  rivers,  backward  run! 

But  die,  O !  wretched  Caelia,  die !  in  vain 
Thus  to  the  fields  and  floods  you  breathe  your  pain ! 
The  tear  is  fruitlefs,  and  the  tender  figh. 
And  life  a  load  1 — forfaken  Ca^lia,  die ! 
Fly  fwifter,  time !  O  !  fpeed  the  joyful  hour ! 
Receive  me,  grave ! — then  I  fhall  love  no  more! 
Ah!  wretched  maid,  fo  fad  a  cure  to  prove ! 
Ah !  wretched  maid,  to  fly  to  death  from  love ! 
Yet  oh  1  when  this  poor  frame  no  more  fliall  live. 
Be  happy,  Damon  1  may  not  Damon  grieve  ! 
Ah  me  1   I  'm  vain  !  my  death  can  not  appear 
Worth  the  vail  price  of  but  a  fmgle  tear. 

Forlorn, 
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Forlorn,  abandon'd,  to  the  rocks  I  go ; 

But  they  have  learn'd  new  cruelties  of  you ! 

Alone,  relenting  Echo  with  me  mourns. 

And  faint  with  grief  fhe  fcarce  my  fighs  returns  I 

Then,  fighs,  adieu !  ye  nobler  paffions,  rife ! 

Be  wife,  fond  maid ! — but  who  in  love  is  wife  ? 

I  rage,  I  rail,  th'  extremes  of  anger  prove. 

Nay,  almofl  hate! — then  love  thee  beyond  love!  • 

Pity,  kind  heaven,  and  right  an  injur'd  maid  I 

Yet,  oh !  yet,  fpare  the  dear  deceiver's  head ! 

If  from  the  fultry  funs  at  noon-ti;  e  hours 

He  feeks  the  covert  of  the  breezy  bowers. 

Awake,  O  South,  and  where  my  charmer  lies. 

Bid  rofes  bloom,  and  beds  of  fragrance  rife  1 

Gently,  O  gently  round  in  whifpers  fly. 

Sigh  to  his  fighs,  and  fan  the  glowing  ficy ! 

If  o'er  the  waves  he  cuts  the  liquid  way. 

Be  flill,  ye  waves,  or  round  his  velTel  play ! 

And  you,  ye  winds,  confine  each  ruder  breach. 

Lie  hufh'd  in  filence,  and  be  calm  as  death  1 

But  if  he  ftay  detain'd  by  adverfe  gales. 

My  fighs  Ihall  drive  the  Ihip,  and  fill  the  flagging  fails. 
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THE  BATTLE  OF  THE  GODS  AND  TITANS. 

From  the  Theogony  of  Hesiod;  with  a  Defcription 
of  Tartarus,  &c. 

UouiTe^j  Sec,  GBoy,   666 » 

NOW  founds  the  vault  of  heaven  with  loud  alarms. 
And  Gods  by  Gods  embattling  rufli  to  arms : 
Here  ftalk  the  Titans  of  portentous  fize, 
Burft  from  their  dungeons,  and  aifault  the  fkies ; 
And  there,  unchain'd  from  Erebus  and  Night, 
Auxiliar  *  giants  aid  the  Gods  In  light : 
An  hundred  arms  each  tower-like  warrior  rears. 
And  flares  from  fifty  heads  amid  the  ftars ; 
The  dreadful  brotherhood  ftern- frowning  flands. 
And  hurls  an  hundred  rocks  from  hundred  hands : 
The  Titans  rufti'd  with  fury  uncontrol'd ; 
Gods  funk  on  Gods,  o'er  giant  giant  roll'd ; 
Then  roar'd  the  ocean  with  a  dreadful  found. 
Heaven  fhook  with  all  its  thrones,  and  groan'd  the  ground. 
Trembled  th'  eternal  poles  at  every  ftroke. 
And  frighted  hell  from  its  foundations  fhook : 
Noife,  horrid  noife,  th'  aerial  region  fills, 
Kocks  dalh  on  rocks,  and  hills  encounter  hills; 

*  i^geon,  Cottus,  Gygcs, 
Vol.  XLIV.  T  Through 
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Through  earth,  air,  heaven,  tumultuous  clamours  rife. 

And  fhout3  of  battle  thunder  in  the  fkies. 

Then  Jove  omnipotent  difplay'd  the  God, 

And  all  Olympus  trembled  as  he  trod : 

He  grafps  ten  thoufand  thunders  in  his  hand. 

Bares  his  red  arm,  and  wields  the  forky  brand; 

Then  aims  the  bolts,  and  bids  his  lightnings  play ; 

They  flalh,  and  rend  through  heaven  their  flaming  way : 

Redoubling  blow  on  blow,  in  wrath  he  moves ; 

The  fmg'd  earth  groans,  and  burns  with  all  her  groves ; 

The  floods,  the  billov^s,  boiling  hifs  with  fires. 

And  bickering  flame,  and  fmouldering  fmoke  afpires : 

A  night  of  clouds  blots  out  the  golden  day ; 

Full  in  their  eyes  the  writhen  Hghtnings  play : 

Ev'n  chaos  burns :  again  earth  groans,  heaven  roars. 

As  tumbling  downward  with  its  fliining  towers ; 

Or  burft  tiiis  earth,  torn  from  her  central  place. 

With  dire  difruptlon  from  her  deepeft  bafe : 

Nor  flept  the  wind :  the  wind  new  horror  forms, 

Clouds  dafn  on  clouds  before  th'  outrageous  ftorms. 

While,  tearing  up  the  fands,  in  drifts  they  rife. 

And  half  the  deferts  mount  th'  encumber'd  fkies : 

At  once  the  tempeil  bellows,  lightnings  fly. 

The  thunders  roar,  and  clouds  involve  the  Iky : 

Stupendous  v/ere  the  deeds  of  heavenly  might; 

What  lefs,  when  Gods  conflicting  cope  in  fight  ? 

Now  heaven  its  foes  with  horrid  inroad  gores. 

And  flov/  and  four  recede  the  giant  powers : 

Here  flialks  iEgeon,  here  fierce  Gyges  moves. 

There  Cottus  rends  up  hills  with  all  their  groves ; 

Thefe 


BATTLE     OF    THE     GODS.         275 

Thefe  hurl'd  at  once  againfl  the  Titan  bands 

Three  hundred  mountains  from  three  hundred  hands : 

And  overfhadowing,  overwhelming  bound 

With  chains  infrangible  beneath  the  ground; 

Below  this  earth,  far  as  earth's  confines  lie. 

Through  fpace  unmeafur'd,  from  the  ftarry  Iky ; 

Nine  days  an  anvil  of  enormous  weight, 

Down  rufhing  headlong  from  th'  aerial  height. 

Scarce  reached  earth;  thence  toft  in  giddy  rounds 

Scarce  reaches  in  nine  days  th'  infernal  bounds : 

A  wall  of  iron  of  ftupendous  height 

Guards  the  dire  dungeons  black  with  threefold  night : 

High  o'er  the  horrors  of  th'  eternal  fhade 

The  ftedfaft  bafe  of  earth  and  feas  is  laid ; 

There  in  coercive  durance  Jove  detains 

The  groaning  Titans  in  afflidive  chains. 

A  feat  of  woe !  remote  from  chearful  day. 

Through  gulphs  impafTable,  a  boundlefs  way. 

Above  thefe  realms,  a  brazen  ftrufture  ftands 
With  brazen  portals,  fram'd  by  Neptune's  hands ; 
Through  chaos  to  the  ocean's  bafe  it  fwells; 
There  ftern  yEgeon  with  his  giants  dwells ; 
Fierce  guards  of  Jove  !  from  hence  the  fountains  rifr 
That  wafh  the  earth,  or  wander  through  the  ikies ; 
That  groaning  murmur  through  the  realm  of  woes, 
Or  feed  the  channels  where  the  ocean  flows ; 
Collected  horrors  throng  the  dire  abodes, 
Horrid  and  fell  1  detefted  ev'n  by  Gods ! 
Enormous  gulph  !  immenfe  the  bounds  appear, 
Wafteful  and  void,  the  journey  of  a  year : 

T  z  Where 
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Where  beating  ftorms,  as  in  wild  whirls  they  fight, 
Tofs  the  pale  wanderer,  and  retofs  through  night : 
The  powers  immortal  with  affright  furvey 
The  hideous  chafm,  and  feal  it  up  from  day. 

Hence  through  the  vault  of  heaven  huge  Atlas  rears 
His  giant  limbs,  and  props  the  golden  fpheres : 
Here  fable  Night,  and  here  the  beamy  Day, 
Lodge  and  diflodge,  alternate  in  their  fway. 
A  brazen  port  the  varying  powers  divides : 
When  Day  forth  iffues,  here  the  Night  refides ; 
And  when  Night  veils  the  Ikies,  obfequious  Day, 
Re-entering,  plunges  from  the  ilarry  way. 
She  from  her  lamp,  with  beaming  radiance  bright^ 
Pours  o'er  th'  expanded  earth  a  flood  of  light : 
But  Night,  by  Sleep  attended,  rides  in  fhades. 
Brother  of  Death,  and  all  that  breathes  invades: 
From  *  her  foul  v/omb  they  fprung,  refifUefs  powers, 
T^urs'd  in  the  horrors  of  Tartarean  bovvers. 
Remote  from  Day,  when  with  her  flaming  wheels 
She  mounts  the  fkies,  or  paints  the  weflern  hills : 
With  downy  footfteps  Sleep  in  filence  gHdes 
O'er  the  wide  earth,  and  o'er  the  fpacious  tides ; 
The  friend  of  life  !  Death  unrelenting  bears 
An  iron  heart,  and  laughs  at  human  cares ; 
She  makes  the  mouldering  race  of  man  her  prey. 
And  ev'n  th'  immortal  powers  deteft  her  fway. 

Thus  fell  the  f  Titans  from  the  realms  above. 
Beneath  the  thunders  of  Almighty  Jove; 

*  Of  njghc.  f  820. 

Then 
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Then  earth  impregnate  felt  maternal  woes. 

And  (hook  through  all  her  frame  with  teeming  throes : 

Hence  rofe  Typhoeus,  a  gigantic  birth, 

A  monfter  fprung  from  Tartarus  and  Earth, 

A  match  for  Gods  in  might  I  on  high  he  fpreads 

From  his  huge  trunk  an  hundred  dragons  heads. 

And  from  an  hundred  mouths  in  vengeance  flings 

Envenom'd  foam,  and  darts  an  hundred  ilings ; 

Horror,  terrific,  frowns  from  every  brow. 

And  like  a  furnace  his  red  eye-balls  glow; 

Fires  dart  from  every  creft;  and,  as  he  turns. 

Keen  fplendors  fladi,  and  all  the  giant  burns : 

Whene'er  he  fpeaks,  in  echoing  thunders  rife 

An  hundred  voices,  and  affright  the  fliies. 

Unutterably  fierce  !  the  bright  abodes 

Frequent  they  fhake,  and  terrify  the  Gods : 

Now  bellowing  like  a  favage  bull,  they  roar. 

Or  angry  lions  in  the  midnight  hour ; 

Now  yell  like  furious  whelps,  or  hifs  like  fnakes ; 

The  rocks  rebound,  and  every  mountain  fhakcs: 

He  hurl'd  defiance  'gainll  th'  immortal  powers. 

And  heaven  had  feiz'd  with  all  its  fhining  towers. 

But,  at  the  voice  of  Jove,  from  pole  to  pole 

Red  lightnings  flalh,  and  raging  thunders  roll. 

Rattling  o'er  all  th'  expanfion  of  the  ikies. 

Bolt  after  bolt  o'er  earth  and  ocean  flies. 

Stem  frowns  the  God  amid  ft  the  lightnings  blaze, 

Olympus  ftiakes  from  his  eternal  bafe ; 

Trembles  the  earth :  fierce  flame  involves  the  poles, 

De\'Ours  the  ground,  and  o'er  the  billows  rolls : 

T  3  Fires 
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Fires  from  Typhoeus  flafti :  with  dreadful  found 

Storms  rattle,  thunder  rolls,  and  groans  the  ground; 

Above,  below,  the  conflagration  roars, 

Ev'n  the  feas  kindled  burn  through  all  their  fhores. 

Deluge  of  fire  1  Earth  rocks  her  tottering  coalls. 

And  gloomy  Pluto  fliakes  with  all  his  ghofts ; 

Ev'n  the  pale  Titans,  chain'd  on  burning  floors. 

Start  at  the  din  that  rends  th'  infernal  fliores : 

Then,  in  full  wrath,  Jove  all  the  God  applies. 

And  all  his  thunders  burll  at  once  the  Ikies ; 

And  rufliing  gloomy  from  th'  Olympian  brow. 

He  blalls  the  giant  with  th'  almighty  blow ; 

The  giant  tumbling  fmks  beneath  the  wound. 

And  with  enormous  ruin  rocks  the  ground  : 

Nor  yet  the  lightnings  of  th'  Almighty  flay. 

Through  the  fmg'd  earth  they  burft  their  burning  way  ■; 

Earth  kindling  inward,  melts  in  all  her  caves. 

And  hifling  floats  with  fierce  metallic  waves : 

As  iron  fufile  from  the  furnace  flows. 

Or  molten  ore  with  keen  effulgence  glows. 

When  the  dire  bolts  of  Jove  ftern  Vulcan  frames. 

In  burning  channels  roll  the  liquid  flames ; 

Thus  melted  earth,  and  Jove,  from  realms  on  high, 

Plung'd  the  huge  giant  to  the  nether  Iky. 

Then  from  Typhoeus  fprung  the  winds  that  bear 
Storms  on  their  wings,  and  thunder  in  the  air : 
But  from  the  Gods  defcend  of  milder  kind. 
The  Eaft,  the  Weft,  the  South,  and  Boreal  wind; 
Thefe  in  foft  whifpers  breathe  a  friendly  breeze. 
Play  through  the  groves,  or  fport  upon  the  feas; 

They 


BATTLE     OF    THE    GODS. 


*79 


They  fan  the  fultry  air  with  cooling  gales. 
And  waft  from  realm  to  realm  the  flying  fails : 
The  reft  in  ftorms  of  founding  whirlwinds  fly, 
Tofs  the  wild  waves,  and  battle  in  tlie  fky ; 
Fatal  to  man  1  at  once  all  ocean  roars. 
And  fcatter'd  navies  bulge  on  diftant  fhores. 
Then  thundering  o'er  the  earth  they  rend  their  way, 
Grafs,  herb,  and  flower,  beneath  their  rage  decay ; 
While  towers,  and  domes,  vain  boafts  of  human  truft. 
Torn  from  their  inmoft  bafe,  are  whelm'd  in  duft. 

Thus  heaven  aflerted  its  eternal  reign 
O'er  the  proud  giants,  and  Titanic  train ; 
And  now  in  peace  the  Gods  their  Jove  obey. 
And  all  the  thrones  of  heaven  adore  his  fway. 


THE 
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THE  LOVE  OF  JASON  AND  MEDEA. 

From  the  Third  Book,  Verfe   743,    of  A.pollonius 
Rhodius. 

Ny  fxiv  iirnr  lirt  ytuav  ayes  xvg'^a?,  &C. 

ADVERTISEMENT. 

THE  tranflator  has  taken  the  liberty,  in  the  follow- 
ing verfion  from  the  Argonautics  of  Apollonius, 
as  well  as  in  the  ftory  of  Talus,  to  omit  whatever  has 
not  an  immediate  relation  to  the  fubjed;  yet  hopes 
that  a  due  connedHon  is  not  wanting;  and  that  the 
reader  will  not  be  difpleafed  with  thefe  fhort  iketches 
from  a  Poet  who  is  affirmed  to  be  every  where  fub- 
lime,  by  no  lefs  a  critic  than  Longinus;  and  from 
whom  many  verfes  are  borrowed  by  fo  great  a  Poet  as 
Virgil. 

NOW  rifrng  fhades  a  folemn  gloom  difplay. 
O'er  the  wide  earth,  and  o'er  th'  ethereal  way : 
All  night  the  failor  marks  the  northern  team. 
And  golden  circlet  of  Orion's  beam : 
A  deep  repofe  the  weary  wanderer  Ihares, 
And  the  faint  watchman  fleeps  away  his  cares ; 
Ev'n  the  fond  mother,  while  all  breath! efs  lies 
Her  child  of  love,  in  llumber  feals  her  ey^s ; 

No 
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No  found  of  village-dog,  no  noife  invades 

The  death-like  filence  of  the  midnight  fhades : 

Alone  Medea  wakes  :  To  love  a  prey, 

Refllefs  fhe  rolls,  and  groans  the  night  away : 

Now  the  fire-breathing  bulls  command  her  cares ; 

She  thinks  on  Jafon,  and  for  Jafon  fears : 

In  fad  review,  on  horrors  horrors  rife ; 

Quick  beats  her  heart,  from  thought  to  thought  Ihe  flics : 

As  from  replenifh'd  urns,  with  dubious  ray. 

The  fan-beams  dancing  from  the  furface  play. 

Now  here,  now  there,  the  trembling  radiance  falls 

Alternate  flalhing  round  th'  illumin'd  walls; 

Thus  fluttering  bounds  the  trembling  virgin's  blood, 

And  from  her  fhlning  eyes  defcends  a  flood : 

Now  raving  wiih  refifttefs  flames  fhe  glows. 

Now  lick  v/ith  love  fhe  melts  with  fofter  woes : 

The  tyrant  God,  of  every  thought  pofTeft, 

Beats  in  each  pulfe,  and  fdngs  and  racks  her  breafl : 

Now  fhe  refolves  the  magic  to  betray 

To  tame  the  bulls,  now  yield  him  up  a  prey : 

Again,  the  drugs  difdaining  to  fupply. 

She  loaths  the  light,  and  meditates  to  die : 

Anon,  repelling  with  a  brave  difdain 

The  coward  thought,  {he  nourifhes  the  pain : 

Thus  toft,  retcft  with  furious  florms  of  cares. 

On  the  cold  ground  fiie  rolls,  and  thus  with  tears : 

Ah  me !  where'er  I  turn,  before  my  eyes 
A  dreadful  view,  on  forrows  forrows  rife ! 
Toft  in  a  giddy  whirl  of  ftrong  defire, 
I  glow,  I  burn,  yet  blefs  the  pleafmg  fire. 

Ohad 
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0  had  this  fpirit  from  its  prifon  fled. 
By  Dian  fent  to  wander  with  the  dead. 

Ere  the  proud  Grecians  view'd  the  Colchian  fkies ; 
Ere  Jafon,  lovely  Jafon,  met  thefe  eyes ! 
Hell  gave  the  fhining  mifchief  to  our  coaft, 

Medea  faw  him,  and  Medea  's  loft 

But  why  thefe  forrovvs  ?  if  the  powers  on  high 
His  death  decree,  die,  wretched  Jafon,  die ! 
Shall  I  elude  my  fire  ?  my  art  betray  ? 
Ah  me !  what  words  fhall  purge  the  guilt  away ! 

But  could  I  yield O  whither  muft  I  run 

To  find  the  man whom  virtue  bids  me  Ihun  ? 

Shall  I,  all  loft  to  fhame,  to  Jafon  fly? 
And  yet  I  muft — If  Jafon  bleeds,  I  die  ! 
Then,  ftiame,  farewell  1  Adieu  for  ever,  fame ! 
Hail,  black  difgrace !  be  fam'd  for  guilt  my  name ! 
Live !  Jafon,  live  !  enjoy  the  vital  air ! 
Live  through  my  aid!   and  fly  where  winds  can  bear ! 
But  when  he  flies,  ye  poifons,  lend  your  powers. 
That  day,  Medea  treads  th'  infernal  ftiores ! 
Then,  wretched  maid,  thy  lot  is  endlefs  fliame. 
Then  the  proud  dames  of  Colchos  blaft  thy  name : 

1  hear  them  cry — '  The  falfe  Medea  's  dead, 

*  Through  guilty  paffion  for  a  ftranger's  bed; 
'  Medea,  carelefs  of  her  virgin  fame, 

*  Preferr'd  a  ftranger  to  a  father's  name  1* 
O  may  I  rather  yield  this  vital  breath, 

Than  bear  that  bafe  diftionour,  worfe  than  death! 
Thus  wail'd  the  fair,  and  feiz'd  with  horrid  joy 
Drugs  foes  to  life,  and  potent  to  deftroy; 

A  maga- 
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A  magazine  of  death !  again  ftie  pours 

From  her  fwoln  eye-balls  tears  in  fhining  Ihowers ; 

With  grief  infatiate,  and  with  trembling  hands. 

All  comfortlefs  the  cafk  of  death  expands : 

A  fudden  fear  her  labouring  foul  invades. 

Struck  with  the  horrors  of  th'  infernal  (hades : 

She  ftands  decp-mufmg  with  a  faded  brow, 

Abforpt  in  thought,  a  monument  of  woe  1 

While  all  the  comforts  that  on  life  attend. 

The  cheerful  converfe,  and  the  faithful  friend. 

By  thought  deep-imag'd  in  her  bofom  play. 

Endearing  life,  and  charm  defpair  away : 

Th'  all-cheering  funs  with  fweeter  light  arife. 

And  every  objeft  brightens  to  her  eyes : 

Then  from  her  hand  the  baneful  drugs  fhe  throws, 

Confents  to  live,  recover'd  from  her  woes ; 

Px-efolv'd  the  magic  virtue  to  betray. 

She  waits  the  dawn,  and  calls  the  lazy  day : 

Time  feems  to  (land,  or  backward  drive  his  wheels : 

The  hours  fhe  chides,  and  eyes  the  eaftern  hills : 

At  length  the  dawn  with  orient  beams  appears. 

The  {hades  difperfe,  and  man  awakes  to  cares. 

Studious  to  pleafe,  her  graceful  length  of  hair 

With  art  fhe  binds,  that  wanton'd  with  the  air; 

From  her  foft  cheek  fhe  wipes  the  tear  away. 

And  bids  keen  lightnings  from  her  eyes  to  play ; 

From  limb  to  limb  refrelhing  unguents  pours. 

Unguents,  that  breathe  of  heaven,  in  copious  fhowers ; 

Her  robe  fhe  next  afTumes ;  bright  clafps  of  gold 

Clofe  to  the  lefTening  waill  the  robe  infold ; 

Down 
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Down  from  her  fwelling  loins,  the  reft  unbound 
Floats  in  rich  waves  redundant  o'er  the  ground : 
Laft,  with  a  Ihining  veil  her  cheeks  fhe  fhades. 
Then  fwimming  fmooth  along  magnificent!/  treads 

Thus  forward  moves  the  faireft  of  her  kind. 
Blind  to  the  future,  to  the  prefent  blind : 
Twelve  maids,  attendants  on  her  virgin  bower. 
Alike  unconfcious  of  the  bridal  hour. 
Join  to  the  car  the  mules :  dire  rites  to  pay. 
To  Hecate's  black  fane  fhe  bends  her  way ; 
A  juice  fhe  bears,  whofe  magic  virtue  tames 
(Through  fell  Perfephone)  the  rage  of  flames; 
It  gives  the  hero,  ftrong  in  matchlcfs  might,  * 
To  fiand  fecure  of  harms  in  mortal  fight; 
It  mocks  the  fvvord :  the  fword  without  a  wound. 
Leaps  as  from  marble,  Ihiver'd  to  the  ground : 
She  mounts  the  car;*  nor  rode  the  nymph  alone; 
On  either  fide  two  lovely  damfels  fhone : 
Her  hand  with  fkill  th*  embroider'd  rein  controls ; 
Back  fly  the  flreets,  as  fwift  the  chariot  rolls. 
Along  the  wheel-worn  road  they  hold  their  way. 
The  domes  retreat,  the  finking  towers  decay : 
Bare  to  the  knee  fuccin6t  a  damfel  train 
Behind  attends,  and  glitters  tow'rd  the  plain. 
As  when  her  limbs  divine,  Diana  laves 
In  fair  Parthenius,  or  th'  Amnefian  waves. 
Sublime  in  royal  flate  the  bounding  roes 
Whirl  her  bright  car  along  the  mountain  brows ; 
Swift  to  her  fane  in  pomp  the  goddefs  moves ; 
The  nymphs  attend  that  haunt  the  fhady  groves, 

*  S69. 
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Th*  Amnefian  fount,  or  filver-ftrcaming  rills ; 

Nymphs  of  the  vales,  or  Oreads  of  the  hills ! 

The  fawning  beafts  before  the  goddefs  play. 

Or,  trembling,  favage  adoration  pay  : 

Thus  on  her  car  fublime  the  nymph  appears. 

The  crowd  falls  back,  and  as  Ihe  moves  reveres; 

Swift  to  the  fane  aloft  her  courfe  Ihe  bends ; 

The  fane  ihe  reaches,  and  to  earth  defcends: 

Then  to  her  train — Ah  me !  I  fear  we  fir  ay. 

Milled  by  folly  to  this  lonely  way ! 

Alas !  Ihould  Jafon  with  his  Greeks  appear. 

Where  Ihould  we  fly  ?  I  fear,  alas,  I  fear ! 

No  more  the  Colchian  youths,  and  virgin  train. 

Haunt  the  cool  fhade,  or  tread  in  dance  the  plain : 

But  fmce  alone; — with  fports  beguile  the  hours. 

Come  chaunt  the  fong,  or  pluck  the  blooming  flower 

Pluck  every  fweet,  to  deck  your  virgin  bowers ! 

Then  warbling  foft,*  Ihe  lifts  her  heavenly  voice; 

But  fick  with  mighty  love,  the  fong  is  noife; 

She  hears  from  every  note  a  difcord  rife. 

Till,  paufmg,  on  her  tongue  the  mufic  dies ; 

She  hates  each  obje6l,  every  face  offends ; 

In  every  wifli,  her  foul  to  Jafon  fends; 

With  fliarpen'd  eyes  the  diftant  lawn  explores. 

To  find  the  objedl  whom  her  foul  adores : 

At  every  whifper  of  the  pafiing  air. 

She  ftarts,  ftie  turns,  and  hopes  her  Jafon  there : 

Again  flie  fondly  looks,  nor  looks  in  vain; 

He  comes,  her  Jafon  fhines  along  the  plain, 

*  947- 
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As  when,  emerging  from  the  watery  way. 
Refulgent  Sirius  lifts  his  golden  ray. 
He  (hines  terrific !  for  his  burning  breath 
Taints  the  red  air  with  fevers,  plagues,  and  death ; 
Such  to  the  nymph  approaching  Jafon  Ihows, 
Bright  author  of  unutterable  woes ; 
Before  her  eyes  a  fwimming  darknefs  fpread. 
Her  flufh'd  cheek  glow'd,  her  very  heart  was  dead; 
No  more  her  knees  their  wonted  office  knew, 
Fix'd,  without  motion,  as  to  earth  Ihe  grew : 
Her  train  recedes;  the  meeting  lovers  gaze 
In  filent  wonder,  and  in  ftill  amaze : 
As  two  fair  cedars  on  the  mountain's  brow. 
Pride  of  the  groves!  with  roots  adjoining  grow; 
Ere£l  and  motionlefs  the  llately  trees 
Awhile  remain,  while  fleeps  each  fanning  breeze. 
Till  from  th'  ^Eolian  caves  a  blaft  unbound 
Bends  their  proud  tops,  and  bids  their  boughs  refound; 
Thus  gazing  they,  till  by  the  breath  of  love 
Strongly  at  length  infpir'd,  they  fpeak,  they  move : 
With  fmiles  the  love-fick  virgin  he  furvey'd. 
And  fondly  thus  addreft  the  blooming  maid : 
Difmifs,  my  fair,  my  love,  thy  virgin  fear; 
'Tis  Jafon  fpeaks,  no  enemy  is  here ! 
Man,  haughty  man,  is  of  obdurate  kind; 
But  Jafon  bears  no  proud,  inhuman  mind. 
By  gentleft  manners,  fofteft  arts  refin'd. 
Whom  wouldft  thou  fly  ?  Stay,  lovely  virgin,  ftay  ! 
Speak  every  thought !  far  hence  be  fears  away ! 

Speak ! 
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Speak  1   and  be  truth  in  every  accent  found  I 

Dread  to  deceive !  we  tread  on  *  hallow'd  ground. 

By  the  ftern  power  who  guards  this  facred  place. 

By  the  illuftrious  authors  of  thy  race ; 

By  Jove,  to  whom  the  ftranger's  caufe  belongs. 

To  whom  the  fuppliant,  and  who  feels  their  wrongs ; 

O  guard  me,  fave  me,  in  the  needful  hour  1 

Without  thy  aid,  thy  Jafon  is  no  more; 

To  thee  a  fuppliant,  in  diftrefs  I  bend. 

To  thee  a  Granger,  and  who  wants  a  friend ! 

Then,  when  between  us  feas  and  mountains  rife, 
Medea's  name  fhall  found  in  difrant  ikies ; 
All  Greece  to  thee  Ihall  owe  her  heroes  fates. 
And  blefs  Medea  through  her  hundred  Hates. 
The  mother  and  the  wife,  who  now  in  vain 
Roll  their  fad  eyes  faft-ftreaming  o'er  the  main. 
Shall  ftay  their  tears ;  the  mother,  and  the  wife. 
Shall  blefs  thee  for  a  fon's  or  hufband's  life  1 
Fair  Ariadne,  fprung  from  Minos'  bed, 
Sav'd  the  brave  Thefeus,  and  with  Thefeus  fled, 
Forfook  her  father,  and  her  native  plain. 
And  ftemm'd  the  tumults  of  the  furging  main; 
Yet  the  (lem  fire  relented,  and  forgave 
The  maid,  whofe  only  crime  it  was  to  fave : 
Ev'n  the  juft  Gods  forgave:  and  now  on  high 
A  ftar  fhe  fhines,  and  beautifies  the  fky : 
What  bleffmgs  then  ihall  righteous  heaven  decree 
For  all  our  heroes  fav'd,  and  fav'd  by  thee ! 
Heaven  gave  thee  not,  to  kill,  fo  foft  an  air. 
And  cruelty  fure  never  look'd  fo  fair ! 

*  Temple  of  Hecate. 

He 
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He  ceas'd ;  but  left  fo  charming  on  her  ear 
His  voice,  that  liftening  ftill  fhe  feem'd  to  hear : 
Her  eye  to  earth  flie  bends  with  modeft  grace. 
And  heaven  in  fmiles  is  open'd  in  her  face. 
A  glance  fhe  fteals ;  but  rofy  bluflies  fpread 
O'er  her  fair  cheek,  and  then  fhe  drops  her  head : 
A  thoufand  words  at  once  to  fpeak  Ihe  tries ; 
In  vain — but  fpeaks  a  thoufand  with  her  eyes : 
Trembling,  the  Ihining  ca&et  (he  expands. 
Then  gives  the  magic  virtue  to  his  hands ; 
And  had  the  power  been  granted  to  convey 
Her  heart — had  given  her  very  heart  away. 

EPISTOLA  AD  AMICUM  RUSTICANTEM, 
Scripta  Vere  ineunte  Cantab.     1709. 

EC  QUID  abfenti  tibi  cura  Grants  ? 
Ecquid  antiqui  memor  es  fodalis  ! 
Chare  permultis,  mihi  praeter  omnes 

Chare,  Georgi. 

Cernis !  ut  mulcet  levis  aura  campos  1 
TJt  rofa  dulci,  violifque  terram 
Flora  depmgit,  Zephyrufque  blandis 

Ventilat  alis ! 

Tarde,  quid  ce/Tas  >  Age  Rozinantls 
Terga  confcendas  eques  *  ingementis, 

Tene  ruralis  Galatasa  duris 

Detinet  Ulnis  ? 

*  Obefo  fuit  corpore. 

Digne 
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Digne  fuccendi  meliore  flamma!— 
Sive  *  ClarifTam,  Juvenumve  curam 
Philliden  mavis,  placeatve,  quondam 

Pulchra,  Lycorls. 

Tarde,  quid  cefTas  ?  tibi  multa  virgo 
Splendidos  laedit  lacrymis  ocellos, 
Et  tibi  fruilra  ad  fpeculum  comarum 

Circinat  orbes ! 

Te  frequens  votis  revocat  fophiftes, 
Dum  Johannenfi  madidus  lyaeo, 
De  tubis  haurit,  rcvomitque  dulcem 

Undique  nubem, 

Quin  velis  fcribam  quid  habet  novorum 
Granta?  Marlburus  fpoliis  onuftus,  • 
Gallicas  fadit  prope  f  Scaldis  undam 

Strage  Phalangas. 

O !  triumphalem  gladium  recondas ! 
Ite  vos  laurus  fanie  rubentes ! 
Sis  memor  pacis,  viridique  cingas 

Tempora  Myrto ! 

Hue  ades  divum  atque  hominum  voluptas 
Molle  fubridens,  Venus !  hue  forores 
Gratise !  longum  vale,  O !  Minerva, 

Afpera  Virgo ! 

•  Tres  elegantes  apud  Cantabrigiam  PueJlae. 
f  Juxta  AldenarJum. 

Vol.  XLIV.  U  Barbaro 
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Barbaro  tandem  fatiata  ludo, 
JEgidem  ponas,  gladiumque  ;  caftam 
Virginem  dirus  gladius,  feroxque 

Dedecet  JEgi^, 
Flagitas  noftrae  quid  agunt  camCense  ? 
Uror  infelix !  mihi  me  Belinda 
Surripit !  Collum  O !  niveum,  O !  Puellas 

Suave  labellum ! 

Ah !  ut  obliquo  afpiciens  ocello 
Torruit  peiius ! — neque  tu  furoris 
Infcius  blandi  1  tibi  fa^vit  imis 

Flamma  medullis! 
Tu  tamen  felix !  cohibere  trifles 
Tu  potes  curas !  *  Cerealis  hauftus 
Ell  tibi,  pr^efens  relevare  diro 

Fedora  ludu. 
Corticem  aftriftum  pice  cum  reducis, 
Audin*  ingenti  tonat  ut  boatu 
Fumidus  1  fammo  ruit  ut  lagenaj 

Spumeus  ore  1 

Cernis !  ut  vitro  nitet  invidendo 
xA.ureum  ne<flar !  comes  it  facetus 
Cui  jocus,  quocum  Venus  &  Cupido 

Spicula  tingunt* 

Jam  memor  charae,  cyatlium  coronas, 
Virginis : — plenum  video !— ah  1  caveto 
Dextra  ne  quafTet  male,  dum  laborat 

Pondere  dulci ! 

*  Anglkc  I  if  tied  ale, 

Euge' 
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Euge !  iiccafti  bene,  fortiterque  !  — 
Hinc  adeft  curae  medicina  1  fuaves 
Hinc  tibi  fomni,  &  tibi  fuaviora 

S  omnia  fomnis ! 

Hos  bibens  fuccos,  nihil  invidebis 
Italis,  quamvis  cyathi  Falerno 
Duke  nigrefcant,  neque  Gallicanse 

Laudibus  nvx ! 

Hie  Johannenfi  latitans  fuili 
Grunnio,  fcribens  fitiente  labro, 
Aut  graves  hauftus,  inimica  Mufis 

Pocula,  duco. 


Vz  SIXTEEN 


%9%  BROOME^S    POEMS, 

SIXTEEN       ODES* 

OF 

A  N  A  C  R  E  O  N. 


ODE    XV.    Happy  Life. 

THE  wealth  of  Gyges  I  defpife; 
Gems  are  ufelefs  glittering  toys. 
Gold  I  leave,  and  fuch  vain  things. 
To  the  low  aim  and  pride  of  kings. 

Let  my  hair  with  unguents  flow. 
With  rofy  garlands  crown  my  brow  t 
The  prefent  moment  I  enjoy, 
Doom'd  in  the  next,  perhaps,  to  die  1 

Then,  while  the  hour  ferenely  fhines, 
Tofs  the  gay  die,  and  quaff  thy  wines : 
But  ever,  in  the  genial  hour. 
To  Bacchus  the  libation  pour. 
Left  death  in  wrath  approach,  and  cry, 
Man — talle  no  more  the  cup  of  joy. 

*  Flrft  published  in  the  Gentleman''s  Magazine;  and  after- 
•wards  inferted  in  the  tranflations  of  Anacreon,  publi/hed  by 
Mr,  Fawk?R« 

ODE 
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ODE    XVI.    The  Power  of  B  e  a  u  t  y. 

SOME  Tmg  of  Thebes,  and  fome  deftroy 
In  lofty  numbers  haughty  Troy. 
I  mourn,  alas !  in  plaintive  ftrains. 
My  own  captivity  and  chains ! 

No  navy,  rang'd  in  proud  array. 
No  foot,  no  horfeman,  arm'd  to  flay. 
My  peace  alarm !  Far  other  foes. 
Far  other  hofts,  create  my  woes: 
Strange,  dangerous  hofls,  that  ambufh'd  lif 
In  every  bright  love-darting  eye ! 
Such  as  deftroy,  when  beauty  arms 
To  conquer,  dreadful  in  its  charms ! 

ODE    XX.     To  his  M I  s  T  R  E  s  s. 

THE  Gods  o'er  mortals  prove  their  fway. 
And  Heal  them  from  themfelves  away : 
Transform'd  by  their  almighty  hands. 
Sad  Niobe  an  image  ftands; 
And  Philomel,  up-born  on  wings 
Through  air,  her  mournful  flory  fings. 
Would  heaven,  indulgent  to  my  vow. 
The  happy  change  I  wifh,  allow ; 
The  envy'd  mirrour  I  would  be. 
That  thou  mightft  always  gaze  on  me ; 
And  could  my  naked  heart  appear. 
Thou  'dft  fee  thyfelf— for  thou  art  there ! 

U  3  O !  were 
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O !  were  I  made  thy  folding  veft. 
That  thou  mightft  clafp  me  to  thy  breaft ! 
Or  turn'd  into  a  fount,  to  lave 
Thy  naked  beauties  in  my  wave ! 
Thy  bofom-cindlure  I  would  grow. 
To  warm  thofe  little  hills  of  fnow ; 
Thy  ointment,  in  rich  fragrant  ftreams 
To  wander  o'er  thy  beauteous  limbs ; 
Thy  chain  of  ihining  pearl — to  deck. 
And  clofe  embrace  thy  graceful  neck : 
A  very  fandal  I  would  be 
To  tread  on — if  trod  on  by  thee ! 

ODE    XXIV.     Imitated. 

ALAS  !  alas!  I  fee  each  day 
Steals  me  from  myfelf  away; 
And  every  ftep  of  life  I  tread, 
I  fpeed  to  mingle  with  the  dead. 
How  many  years  are  paft,  my  friends, 
I  know,  and  there  my  knowledge  ends. 
How  many  years  are  frill  in  {lore, 
I  neither  can,  nor  would  explore. 
Then,  fmce  the  hours  incelfant  fly. 
They  all  Ihall  find  me  crown'd  with  joy. 
To  thofe,  my  cares  I  here  bequeath. 
Who  meanly  die  for  fear  of  death. 
And  daily  with  afTiduous  flrife 
Contrive  to  live,  accurs'd  with  life. 

Then,  Care,  begone !  I  'd  dance  and  play ; 
Hence,  with  thy  ferious  face  av/ay  I 
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1  '11  laugh  ;   and  whilft  gay  wine  inflames, 
I  '11  court  the  laughter-loving  dames ; 
And  fludy  to  refign  my  breath 
In  extafy,  and  fmile  in  death. 


ODE    XXV.     Imitated. 

BRING  me,  O  bring  th'  enlivening  di'aught. 
Lenient  of  grief,  and  anxious  thought. 
Then  Care  retires,  alham'd  to  fhow 
His  downcail  eye,  and  faded  brow. 
I  banifh  bufmefs  to  the  great. 
To  all  that  curfe,  yet  covet  Hate. 

Death  hailes  amain :  then  who  would  run 
To  meet  v/hat  moil  he  ftrives  to  fhun  ? 
Or  antedate  the  dreadful  day 
By  cares,  and  aid  the  fiend  to  flay? 
If  tears  could  bribe  his  dreadful  powers, 
I  'd  weep,  and  blefs  the  precious  {hovvers ; 
But  let  our  lot  be  joy  or  woe. 
Alike  he  fpeeds  to  llrike  the  blow. 

Then  crown  the  bowl! — ye  forrows,  fly 
To  kill  fome  wretch  who  wants  to  die. 

ODE    XXXI.     The  pleafmg  Frenzy. 

NOW  bring,  by  all  the  powers  divine. 
Bring  me  a  bowl  of  rofy  wine ; 
A  mighty  bowl  of  wine  I  crave : 
When  wine  infpires,  'tis  fweet  to  rave. 

U4  In 
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In  frantic  rage  Alcmaeon  drew 
His  falchion,  and  his  *  mother  flew : 
Oreftes  in  a  furious  mood 
Raving  (hed  his  f  mother's  blood. 
Dreadful,  fober  madmen,  they ! — 
None,  harmlefs  drunkard,  none  I  flay : 
The  blood  of  grapes  I  only  crave ; 
I  quaff  it,  and  'tis  fweet  to  rave. 

Alcides,  frantic,  grafp'd  his  bow; 
His  quiver  rattled,  ftor'd  with  woe : 
Stern  Ajax  fliook  his  glittering  blade. 
And  broad  his  fevenfold  Ihield  difplay'd  : 
Dangerous  madman !  how  he  drew 
His  fword,  and  hoils  in  fancy  flew ! 

I,  peaceful  I,  no  falchion  wield ; 
I  bend  no  bow,  I  poife  no  fliield. 
The  flowery  garland  crowns  my  hairs. 
My  hand  the  powerful  goblet  bears; 
The  powerful  goblet,  nobly  brave, 
I  drain,  and  then  'tis  fweet  to  rave. 

ODE    XXXVI. 

TALK  not  to  me  of  pedant  rules ; 
I  leave  debates  to  learned  fools. 
Who  folemnly  in  form  advife ; 
At  beft,  impertinently  wife  1 

To  me  more  pleafmg  precepts  give. 
And  teach  the  fcience  how  to  live ; 

*  Eryphllc.  f  Clytaemncftra. 


To 
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To  bury  in  the  friendly  draught 

Sorrows  that  fpring  from  too  much  thought ; 

To  learn  foft  leffons  from  the  fair. 

How  life  may  glide  exempt  from  care. 

Alas  !  I  'm  old !  I  fee  my  head 
With  hoary  locks  by  time  o'erfpread : 
Then  inftant  be  the  goblet  brought. 
To  make  me  young — at  leaft  in  thought. 
Alas  !  inceffant  fpeeds  the  day 
When  I  muft  mix  with  common  clay ; 
When  I  mull  tread  the  difmal  fhore. 
And  dream  of  love  and  wine  no  more. 


ODE    XXXVII.     The   Spring. 

SE  E,  Winter  's  paft !  the  feafons  bring 
Soft  breezes  with  returning  Spring ; 
At  whofe  approach  the  Graces  wear 
Frelh  honours  in  their  flowing  hair : 
The  raging  feas  forget  to  roar. 
And,  fmiling,  gently  kifs  the  fhore: 
The  fportive  duck,  in  wanton  play. 
Now  dives,  now  rifes  into  day ; 
The  cranes  from  freezing  fkies  repair. 
And  failing  float  to  warmer  air : 
Th'  enlivening  funs  in  glory  rife. 
And  gaily  dance  along  the  fkies. 

The  clouds  difperfe ;  or  if  in  fhowers 
They  fall,  it  is  to  wake  the  flowers ; 

See, 
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See,  verdure cloaths  the  teeming  earth! 
The  olive  druggies  into  birth : 
The  fwelling  grapes  adorn  the  vine. 
And  kindly  promife  future  wine : 
Blell  juice  1  already  I  in  thought 
QuafF  an  imaginary  draught. 


ODE    XLVIII.     Gay  Life. 

GIVE  me  Homer's  tuneful  lyre. 
Let  the  found  my  breafl  infpire ! 
But  with  no  troublefome  delight 
Of  arms,  and  heroes  flain  in  fight : 
Let  it  play  no  conquefls  here. 
Or  conquefts  only  o'er  the  fair ! 

Boy,  reach  that  volume — book  divine ; 
The  ftatutes  of  the  God  of  Wine ! 
He,  legiflator,  flatutes  draws ; 
And  I,  his  judge,  inforce  his  laws  ; 
And,  faithful  to  the  weighty  truft. 
Compel  his  vot'ries  to  be  juft: 
Thus,  round  the  bowl  impartial  flies. 
Till  to  the  fprightly  dance  we  rife ; 
We  friflc  it  with  a  lively  bound, 
Charm'd  witli  the  lyre's  harmonious  found ; 
Then  pour  forth,  with  an  heat  di\4ne. 
Rapturous  fongs  that  breathe  of  \\ine. 


ODE 


ODES     OF    ANACREON.  299 

O  D  E    L.     The  happy   EfFeds  of  Wine. 

SEE  !  fee  the  jolly  gcd  appears  ; 
His  hand  a  mighty  goblet  bears : 
With  fparkling  Wine  full-charg'd  it  flows. 
The  fovereign  cure  of  human  woes. 

Wine  gives  a  kind  releafe  from  care. 
And  courage  to  fubdue  the  fair; 
Inilrufts  the  cheerful  to  advance 
Harmonious  in  the  fprightly  dance : 
Hail,  goblet !  rich  with  generous  wines ! 
See  1  round  the  verge  a  vine-branch  twines. 
See !  how  the  mimic  clufters  roll. 
As  ready  to  re-iill  the  bowl ! 

Wine  keeps  its  happy  patients  free 
From  every  painful  malady; 
Our  beft  phyfician  all  the  year. 
Thus  guarded,  no  difeafe  we  fear. 
No  trcublefome  difeafe  of  mind. 
Until  another  year  grows  kind. 
And  loads  again  the  fruitful  vine. 
And  brings  again  our  health-        new  wine. 


ODE   LII.     Grapes;  or  the  Vintage. 

10 !  the  vintage  now  is  done ! 
And  black'ned  with  th'  autumnal  fun 
The  grapes  gay  youths  and  virgins  bear. 
The  fweetell  produft  of  the  year  I 

In 
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In  vats  the  heavenly  load  they  lay. 
And  fwift  the  damfels  trip  away  : 
The  youths  alone  the  wine-prefs  tread. 
For  wine  's  by  Ikilful  drunkards  made : 
Mean  time  the  mirthful  fong  they  raife, 
lo !  Bacchus,  to  thy  praife ! 
And,  eying  the  bleft  juice,  in  thought 
QuafF  an  imaginary  draught. 

Gaily,  through  wme;,  the  old  advance. 
And  doubly  tremble  in  the  dance : 
In  fancy'd  youth  they  chant  and  play. 
Forgetful  that  their  locks  are  grey. 

Through  wine,  the  youth  completes  his  loves ; 
He  haunts  the  filence  of  the  groves : 
Where,  ilretch'd  beneath  th'  embowering  fhade. 
He  fpies  fome  love-infpiring  maid : 
On  beds  of  rofy  fweets  Ihe  lies. 
Inviting  fleep  to  clofe  her  eyes : 
Fail  by  her  fide  his  limbs  he  throws. 
Her  hand  he  prefTes — breathes  his  vows ; 
And  cries.  My  love,  my  foul,  comply 
This  inftant,  or,  alas !  I  die. 

In  vain  the  youth  perfuafion  tries ! 
In  vain ! — her  tongue  at  leaft  denies : 
Then  fcorning  death  through  dull  defpair. 
He  ftorms  th'  unwilling  willing  fair ; 
Bleffing  the  grapes  that  could  difpenfe 
The  happy,  happy  impudence. 


ODE 
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ODE    Llir.     The   Rose. 

COME,  lyrift,  tune  thy  harp,  and  play 
Refponfive  to  my  vocal  lay : 
Gently  touch  it,  while  I  img 
The  Rofe,  the  glory  of  the  fpring. 

To  heaven  the  Rofe  in  fragrance  flies. 
The  fweeteft  incenfe  of  the  Ikies. 
Thee,  joy  of  earth,  when  vernal  hours 
Pour  forth  a  blooming  walle  of  flowers. 
The  gaily-fmihng  Graces  wear 
A  trophy  in  their  flowing  hair. 
Thee  Venus  queen  of  beauty  loves. 
And,  crown'd  with  thee,  more  graceful  moves. 

In  fabled  fong,  and  tuneful  lays. 
Their  favourite  Rofe  the  Mufes  praife ; 
To  pluck  the  Rofe,  the  virgin-train 
With  blood  their  pretty  fingers  (lain. 
Nor  dread  the  pointed  terrors  round. 
That  threaten,  and  inflifl  a  wound : 
See !  how  they  wave  the  charming  toy. 
Now  kifs,  now  fnuif  the  fragrant  joy  I 

The  Rofe  the  poets  ftrive  to  praife. 
And  for  it  would  exchange  their  bays; 
O !  ever  to  the  fprightly  feafl 
Admitted,  welcome,  pleafmg  guefl ! 
But  chiefly  when  the  goblet  flows. 
And  Rofy  wreaths  adorn  our  brows ! 

Lovely  fmiling  Rofe,  how  fweet 
The  objeft  where  thy  beauties  meet ! 

Aurora 
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Aurora  with  a  blulhing  ray. 
And  Rofy  fingers,  fprcads  the  day  : 
The  Graces  more  enchanting  fhovv 
When  Rofy  blulhes  paint  their  fnow ; 
And  every  pleas'd  beholder  feeks 
The  Rofe  in  Cythersea's  cheeks. 

When  pain  affii£ls,  or  ficknefs  grieves. 
Its  juice  the  drooping  heart  relieves ; 
And,  after  death,  its  odours  ihed 
A  pleafing  fragrance  o'er  the  dead ; 
And  when  its  withering  charms  decay. 
And  finking,  fading,  die  away. 
Triumphant  o'er  the  rage  of  time. 
It  keeps  the  fragrance  of  its  prime. 

Come,  lyriil:,  join  to  fing  the  birth 
Of  this  fvveet  offspring  of  the  earth ! 

When  Venus  from  the  ocean's  bed 
Rais'd  o'er  the  waves  her  lovely  head; 
When  warlike  Pallas  fprung  from  Jove, 
Tremendous  to  the  powers  above ; 
To  grace  the  world,  the  teeming  earth 
Gave  the  fragrant  infant  birth. 
And  '  This,'  fhe  cry'd,  '  I  this  ordain 
'  My  favourite,  queen  of  flowers  to  reign  1' 

But  firft  th'  ailembled  gods  debate 
The  future  wonder  to  create : 
Agreed  at  length,  from  heaven  they  threw 
A  drop  of  rich,  nedlareous  dew; 
A  bramble-ftem  the  drop  receives. 
And  rtrait  the  Rofe  adorns  the  leaves. 

The 
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The  gods  to  Bacchus  gave  the  flower. 
To  grace  him  in  the  genial  hour. 

ODE    LIV.     Grown  Young. 

WHEN  fprightly  youths  my  eyes  furvey, 
I  too  am  young,  and  I  am  gay ; 
In  dance  my  adive  body  fwims. 
And  fudden  pinions  lift  my  limbs. 

Hafte,  crown,  Cybsba,  crown  my  brows 
With  garlands  of  the  fragrant  rofe ! 
Hence,  hoary  age! — I  now  am  ftrong. 
And  dance,  a  youth  among  the  young. 

Come  then,  my  friends,  the  goblet  drain  [ 
Bleft  juice !— I  feel  thee  in  each  vein ! 
See !  how  with  adlive  bounds  I  fpring ! 
How  frrong,  and  yet  how  fweet,  I  fmg ! 

How  bleft  am  I !  who  thus  excell 
In  plealing  arts  of  trifling  well ! 


ODE    LV.     The  Mark. 

THE  ftately  fteed  expreflive  bears 
A  mark  imprinted  on  his  hairs : 
The  turban  that  adorns  the  brows 
Of  Afia's  fons,  the  Parthian  fliows : 
And  marks  betray  the  lover's  heart. 
Deeply  engray'd  by  Cupid's  dart: 
I  plainly  read  them  in  his  eyes. 
That  look  too  fooliih,  or  too  wife. 

ODE 
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ODE      LVI. 

ALAS  !  the  powers  of  life  decay! 
My  hairs  are  fall'n,  or  chang'd  to  grey  ! 
The  fmiling  bloom,  and  youthful  grace. 
Is  banifh'd  from  my  faded  face  I 
Thus  man  beholds,  with  weeping  eyes. 
Him felf  half-dead  before  he  dies. 

For  this,  and  for  the  grave,  I  fear. 
And  pour  the  never-ceafing  tear  ! 
A  dreadful  profpeft  ftrikes  my  eye; 
1  foon  muft  ficken,*foon  mull  die. 

For  this  the  mournful  groan  I  ihed ; 
I  dread — alas !  the  hour  I  dread ! 
What  eye  can  Hedfaftly  furvey 
Death,  and  its  dark  tremendous  way  ? 
For  foon  as  fate  has  clos'd  our  eyes, 
Man  dies — for  ever,  ever  dies ! 
All  pale,  all  fenfelefs  in  the  urn ! 
Never,  ah !  never  to  return. 


ODE    LXIV.    To  Apollo. 

ONCE  more,  not  uninfpir'd,  the  llring 
I  waken,  and  fpontaneous  fmg : 
No  Pythic  laurel-wreath  I  claim. 
That  lifts  ambition  into  fame : 
My  voice  unbidden  tunes  the  lay : 
Some  god  impells,  and  I  obey, 

Liften 
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Llften,  ye  groves  '.—The  Mufe  prepares 
A  (acred  fong  in  Phrygian  airs ; 
Such  as  the  uvan  expiring  fings. 
Melodious  by  Cayiler's  fprings. 
While  llilening  winds  in  filence  hear. 
And  to  the  gods  the  mufic  bear. 

Celedial  Mufe !  attend,  and  bring 
Thy  aid,  while  I  thy  Phoebus  fmg : 
To  Phoebus  and  the  Mufe  belong 
The  laurel,  lyre,  and  Delphic  fong. 

Begin,  begin  the  lofty  ftrain  ! 
How  Phoebus  lov'd,  but  lov'd  m  vain ; 
How  Daphne  fled  his  guilty  fiame>. 
And  fcornT  a  god  that  offer'd  ihame. 
With  glorious  pride  his  vows  fhe  hears  j 
And  heaven,  indulgent  to  her  prayers. 
To  laurel  chang'd  the  nymph,  and  gave 
Her  foliage  to  reward  the  brave. 

Ah '.  how,  on  wings  of  love  convey'd. 
He  flew  to  clafp  the  panting  maid  1 
Now,  now  o'ertakes ! — but  heaven  deceives 
His  hope — he  feizes  only  leaves. 

Why  fires  my  raptur'd  breafi:  ?  ah !  why. 
Ah !  whither  flrives  my  foul  to  fly  ? 
I  feel  the  plea flng  frenzy  fti'ong, 
Impulfive  to  fome  nobler  fong  ; 
Let,  let  the  wanton  fancy  play ; 
ijut  guide  it,  left  it  devious  flray. 

But  oh!  in  vain,  my  Mufe  denies 
Her  aid,  a  flave  to  lovely  eyes. 

Vol.  XLIV.  X  Suffice 
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Suffice  it  to  rehearfe  the  pains 
Of  bleeding  nymphs,  and  dying  fwains ; 
Nor  dare  to  wield  the  fhafts  of  Love, 
That  wound  the  gods,  and  conquer  Jove. 

I  yield!  adieu  the  lofty  ftrainl 
I  am  Anacreon  once  again : 
Again  the  melting  fong  I  play, 
Attemper'd  to  the  vocal  lay : 
See  1  fee  1  how  with  attentive  ears 
The  youths  imbibe  the  neftar'd  airs ! 
And  quaiF,  in  lowery  fliades  reclin'd. 
My  precepts,  to  regale  the  mind. 
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